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N. B. New in the hands of the Engraver, 
The OVERTURE, compoſed by the Author » } 
of the Piece, and the Muſic in SCORE; price 
to io Subſcribers FIVE SHILLINGS, 
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Me Lozps and GenTLEMEN, =. 
$ the Members af the CALEDONI ANHUNT = 

99 condeſcended to patronize an Ayr-ſhire BA Ap, 7 
7 Wat encourniged to hope, that The Notlemen and“ 
Gentlemen of the County of Aber deen (u are in- <7 
ferior. to none, in any thing which can render. them 
reſpectable ) would vouch fe their generous patron'i;;e ts 

alike humble BAND who never ears, and protably never * 
will be, without the limits of the; r G dunty, Ganz t | 
glories + in the diltiaction, of leing ucinowledged as py” 

= their own. 
The Performance, My Lords and Gentlemen, 
evhich I here reſpectfully 1 inſcribe to you "as already, in 6 
eme meaſure, had the fone tion of the Pub ie voice, 2 CL 
* uhe approbalicn, with winch, has been received, auen, i 
exhilited repcatedly, on the Vheatres, at Aberdeen, 
| Elgin, and Inverneſs. Put it has, you Erow, Leen the 2 3 
F practice, among Poets and W riters of every denominations 7 
4 and in all ages, to chorſe ſome i» -nowable thade, 787 vj 
| fereen themſelves and toeir productions, from the low 9 
attacks of Llelevo ence and Envy, The propriety or 
impropricty of ſuch choice, tho“ frequently ceternined by 
unforeſeen Contingencies, ſeſ cha nuch, ON A due re- 
gard being paid to tie nature of the Performance, and 
the talte, or ſuppoſed inclinations, of the intended 3 
Patron. Fla! my Performance been wwritter in the 
moſt elegant and poliſhed language, and on 4 forges 
deſerving of attention, from the molt learned and phi- 
lulophic minds, it could have been adarefſed to none, 
evith more propriety, than to you : But ſuch as it is, that 
Patriotic ſpirit, which you inherit, from your il 
Inftrivus anceſlors: and whico you have + os many _ 
occaſions, /o eminently Gi/player, will probatly dj if 
» goſe - you . to favour a Performance, written in than -' 
Scots Lialed, and inzended ts couvez 4 taiihtul, then * 
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. _ 6490 weak ee the 1 8 "mane. 
Rr: of the inhabitants of your native Country. 
= To you therefore, My Lords and Gentlemen, 7 | 
BE ofcr, as an humbie tribute of my. Eſteem and reſpeR,: 
the lirſt fruits of my homely M aſc. And, tho! my hopes 
are not too languine, J am animated. ty the honour of 

zur Countenauce and Patronage. fo expect, thut my Tus: 
ral lay will not le diiregarded. V my pr. ſent otrempt i 
av ured with your approbation may 1 not flufier my» 
Self wth the thought, that my fortune ( waich ha 
hitherto, worn but à ſullen aſpect,) may yet, per- 
haps, put on a cheering ſmile? And if, at any 
tut ure period, I may foncly liupe to mate à more con- | 
{picuous figure in the Literary World,. I will look ta» 
evards yen, My Lords and Gentlemen, with an eye of 1 
gratitude, as the ſole GUARDIANS ( under Heaven ) 7 my 
infant fame, and as the beuignant CONSTELLATION, 
which beamed the irik friendly ray of light on my 
Obicurity. | 


bape thehonour to be, with the moſk-profound reſpe&s | ; 
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Mr a and GA TIINII, 
Tour Mel Oledient, 
Moſt Humble, and 
| Devoted Servant; 25 
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To Tin GR IT Ic 


E ſnarlin' Critics, ſpare your bang, 
It's nae for you I write my Sang, 
Sac ſteek your gab, for ye'll be wrang, 
Io think to teaſe me; 
Ere I reply, ye'ſe a“ ga'e hang, 
Think ye, I'll pleaſe ye? 


I ken your aim, nae mair ye want, 

But get fool chiels again to chant, 

That ye may ſhak* your crap, ne'er ſcant - 
O' foul-mou'd win”, 

But, troth, wi' me (I ken your cant) 


Yell come ahin « 


Reply! na, na, I'll fee you ſirſt, 

Tho' ye, wi” rage, be like to birſt, 

Wi' guid brown ale Pl quench my thirſt, 
Aad lat ye be; ; 
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As lang's my boddom "Mira the hirſt, 
Nac fcar o' me. W a 


ag 


9 
1 ken the EH yeꝰ' re fit to 
Is that I'm Lame —is that news ?---heh f 
That's been my caſe this mony a day, 

1 ken o'er well, 
And, therefore, I'm leſs fit for Play, 
Than abler chiel. 
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Yet, after a“ T've ſaid and dane, 

Gin ye're reſolv'd to clear my een, 
Se * ye winna brak' a bane, 

I dinna fear ye; 


| Without anes jeeinꝰ number ane, 
a Troth, I can hear ye. 


— 


Tho? ye ſud deave me wi” your clatt er, 
Thinking to keep me in het water, 
Ae word, again, I winna chatter, 
| It fall be true: 


I' uſe nae weapon, but my batter F T 
To ſtap your mou'. 


Or elſe, a my hilted rung, 

A flick that never yet was dung, 
Which, nittled anes, I uſe, clean fang, | 
Amo' my Fces; ., 28 
May * your vile ill. ſerapit tongue, 3 
' And flat your noſe. | 
i 29 But 


+ The Author is a Bookbinder to Trade. 


* The Author (for ſeveral years) has been deprived of the 
uſe of his e and reduced to the 3 of ufing Crutches. 
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But, ere that I my humour yn, 
Twa moons into the lift fall Hine, 


A third chiel too, gin ye incline, 
In the muck middi n,? 


Sac 3 your clack, gin ye ve a min', 
Aud do my biddin'. 


And gin ye do, I'ſe tell ye plain, 

(Nae doubt, the ſpeech will mak” ye fain, 

It comes frac heart; as well as brain, 

At time maiſt handy,) 
Youz's with eſteem, I will remain, 


While CRIPLE ANDY. 
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Bat, gin vel, kindly, try me anes, 
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AL LAN RAMSAY. 


IA honeſt Allan, reſt your ſaul, 
For mony a bonny tale ye taul, 
Forgre. me, gin I be a: baul', 
| As ape your tune: 


| And lend me, for a while, your Call, 


Nae that I think, by ony means, 


The beſt maun fpill, afore they ſpin, 


Till I be dane. 


Ard..tho' ye think I wad abuſe it, 
Yet, dinna cankerdly refuſe it, 
But, kindly, tell me, how to uſe it, 
And there's nae fear, 
But I, in time, may lear to teaſe it, 
Tha e ſome ear. 


I cer will play ſie winſome tunes, 
As you, or Scota's deareſt frien's, 


O' niceſt ſkill, 
I'ſe ſha' my will. 


And tho? at firſt, I mak' but din, 
Gin anes ye pit me in a fin, 


I'm but a youth, 
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And may, wi' pains, lear to had in, 


And bla' mair ſmooth, 


It's grite preſumption, lat me tell ye, 
Ye bla' my whiltle ! It wad fell ye, 
Ye hinna breath 
I lat you ha'e't, a while ! Na, yelly, 
I wad be laith. 
Tho? I ha'e lent it aft before, 
To Beattie, Roſs, and eke ſome more, 
Who, caanily, cud ſtop ilk bore, 
And tightly fit ĩt; 
Ve only wad diſgrace the Core, 
. 0 Woere ye admittit. 
Yet, gin I thought that ye were fit, 
Or that ye had ha'f ſmergh or wit. 
Says I—O ! dinaa lat me ſit, 


And die for langer, 


But try, fiſt, how I'll manage it, 


At firſt, he frown'd, and ſaid, right ſnelly, 


Syn ſha' your anger. 


Well, tak? it, ſays he, then, and try, "3 
I ga'e a toot, and gar't it cry, | 


But a' the time, that he ſtood by, 


I ſhook for fear; 
Says he, I ſce ye ken the wy, 


'Ye'll, maybe, lear. | 


This ga'e ſome heart, I blew mair plain, 
He cock'd his luge, aud I was fain 


T7? 


| To hear him ſay, _ try't again, 
=. But ſlack —nae rinning, 
To bla* o'er lang, but hurts the brain, 
At the nn 
Ill lat ye keep it, for a wee, 
And come, ſome ither time, and ſee, 
Gin ye're worth ony help frac me, 
Or prove deſervin', 
| T jook'd as low as low cud be, 
And ſaid your ſervan'. 
| Nor ha'e I ſeen him mair finſyn, 
1 But I wad gi'e a pint o wine, 
Tho' I be poor, that [ cud ſhine, 
Or pleaſure gi'e him, 
In caſe, the whiſtle I may tyn, & 
When next I ſec him. 


O ! cud I play in time and tune, 
And finger right, ere he come roun', 
Tho' ſhabby now, and ſair held down, 
I mith turn fatter, 


And, maybe, riſe andget aboon 
The broken water. 


But, yet, nae ferly gin I'm fluT'd, 
By Fortune I ha'e lang been buff'd, 
I kenna how the Quean's ſae huff'd, 
But I'm fair ſkelpit, 


And gin L maun be rongher cuff'd, 
I canaa help it. 
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Written, and Spolen, by Mr SurnERLAnD. 


N days of yore, when proverbs rife had been; 
I »Mongſt others, there was one for Aberdeen, 
The adage this, Aye, tal your word again.” 
From whence ſome wicked wits would fain imply 
A douhle meaning couch'd, andarthly cry, 
Whene'er they find the time or cauſe convene, 
te Foot man, awwa { you'll tal your word again.” 
To daſh their gibes, one fact 1'!! tell alone, 
* Mark, now, how plain a tale ſnall ſet them down.“ 
A mer chant once, who liv'd in Aberdeen, 
And kept a ſhop ſomewhere about the Green, 
To London City, yearly, made reſort, | 
With ſtockings, ſhoes—and. got good profit for't, 
But chanc'd, one time, of money to fall ſhort. 
As paper credit then was never us'd, 
And honeſt carl was loath to be refus'd, 
The goods he bargain'd for, he bluntly cry'd, 
*1 dinna like to aſ and be deny'd; 
« What maun I do, guidman ? the ſiller's flack ; 
% Maun | gi'e up your goods, and ſae gang back ? 
« Nay," ſays the factor, Friend, fince that's the caſe, 
« And asl like your good, old, honeſt face, 
„Take home the goods; and when you come next year, 
« To buy again, I truſt you'll make all clear.” 
The time came round, the merchant paid the claim, 
Aye,“ quoth the Cit, © Z tat your word apain.””. 


Now for our Author tre mblingly, I ween, 
He waits the repreſenting of his Scene; | 
If to your favonr he ſhall lay juſt claim, 
He'll boldly hope“ Tor ii tale HIS word erin,” 
oY | ; 


THE PERSONS. 


Mu. 
Sir Ascuhiaty. Mr Sutherland 
Jamie in love with Peſe. Mr Tingey 


: SIMON in /ove <vith Kattie. Mr Newbound 


Grob Mrs Tingey - 
and tao Clocunt. 

NzD | Mr Biggs 

Don v. Father to Kattie. Mr Roſs 


Bax kT. Father to Simon. Mr Maclarey 


- W 0 M E N. 


8 uppoſed Niece of Hee 
Bzss. | 


len, lately taken into & Mrs Hamilton 
the Knight's ſ rvice. 


KaTtTitz. Dry, Daughter. Mrs Sutherland 
Sifter-in-law to De- 

Haas ry, and fro Mrs Newbound 
Aunt of Beſs 

CATHARINE. Mother to Geordy. Mrs Cuthell 


SCEN E, A Shepherd's Village and fields, ſome 


miles North-we ſl of Aberdcen. 


Time ef Action, Within TWELVE HOURS, 


JAMIE AND BESS, 


& 03-6 SCENE I 
PROLOGUE To Tues SCENE. | 


The ploughman's diftant whiſlle bear, N 
And low of herds, whith grazing near, 
Baſs to the ſbepberd's tune, 
, Pleas'd with the proſpett Nature yields, 
Here, Dory fits and views his fields ; 
His ſeat a moſi-grown flane, 
Now, o the ſniſh be's for a doſe, ' 
Vi pen juſt riſing to bis noſe, 
; Ye ſee bim forward lean ; 
When bearing Branky's tread behin', 
He farts and ye may ſee him rin, 
Wi joy, to meet bis frien', 


Y honeſt billy, are ye here fac ſeen, 
Ye hinna bidden lang at Aberdeen. 
I thought ye'd be awa a month at leaſt, 


Folks dinna ay get ſau'ts ſae ſoon redreſt. 
Branky.” And maybe, nibour, that's the gate wi' me, 


What ither taiken bout me can ye ſee? 
B. 6 Belike, 


9 „ RH ek 4.42 of | 
AME AND Brgss, 
Belike, gin I had been mair Jugky frien', 
Ye wadna ſee me ſtanding here alane. 

Well do ye ken, when matters a' were right, 
I Iik'd to ha'e my bairn in my fight. 

But, now, nae mair that pleaſure will I boaſt, 


Since, ſure, to me he is forever loſt. 

I'm here again warſe than I gaed awa, 

I then had hopes, but now I've tint them a“. 

Dory. Ah Branky, ye're aye ready wi' your joke, 

But thinkna, birky, ye are come to mock 

Fouk wi' your jeſts ; I'm ſure that's nae the caſe 

I read ſome better tidings i' your face. 

Whate'er the cauſe, that Simon iſna here, 
I canna ſay, but of ae thing I'm ſear, 

Gin it were true, that'ye?ve ſac hapleſs been, 

PHY warrant, lad, ye wadna look ſae green. 
| Your looks, my frien', ha'e got anither caſt 

Than what they had, when we ſaw ither laft. 

Mirth does o'er. plainly i' your face appear, 

For me to trow that Simon iſna near. 

Nae wiſhy waſhies, lad, lat's hear bedeen, 

Ye've news, I'm ſear, will glad mair hearts than ane. 

For, tho? ye wad your griteſt art employ, 
That mirky face o' your's betrays your joy. 

Bra. I ſee, then, Dory, it's but vain to try 

| To hide the joy, which ye ſo clearly ſpy. 
„ I wad ha'e gart you trow I'd tint my plea, 
| But ye'rc o'cr auld for tricks like that to doe. 


Tis 


2 


4 - * 4 N 3 
* 9 5 2 4 . p 
- 1 * FP 4 * N ©; * 1 SS 
\ 4 1 
* 


JAMIE AND EESS. 


»Tis as ye think, Pm free of a my pain, 
And my loo'd chiel 1s, now, anes mair, my ain: 
Sac, gin affairs fall gae no farer wrang, 
He fall be Dory's too, ere it be lang. 

Dor. Wi' a' my heart, I wis' it were the night, 
Gin matters cud, ſac ſoon, be gotten right. 
For trow me, Branky, I'm amaiſt as glad, 
As Kate herſell, wha is to ha'e the lad. 
Whare ha'e ye left him, that he iſna here, 
If ain wad ken, and how ye gat him clear ? 
But, *twill be better, now, to leave that-part, 
Till we have gane and cas'd poor Katty's heart. 
The news, to her, will bring as grite relief, 
As cer reprieve did to a ſentenc'd thief, 

Bra. Na, nibour, but ye needna faſh your head, 
O' fic relief Kate diſna ſtand in need. 


Believe me frien', ye have nae news to tell, 


She kent the matter, ere ye kent yourſell. 

I met your laſs, as I was coming here, 

And left my Simon a? her doubts to clear. 

They baith forgether'd, yon'er, i' the wa'k, 

And I ſlip'd af and left them to their crack. 
Dor. Nae miſs o' that, for as far as I ween, 


They'll nae be angry they are left alane. 
Atweeſh themſells they beſt can eaſe their pain, 
Lovers have ay ſome clatter o' their ain. 

Pl warrant nibour, when we woo'd ourſell, 
We didna like ilk ane ſud hear our tale. 
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Nae unconcern'd perſon ſud be near, 
Love's tales are only for the Lover's ear. 
Nor is it right, tho' it's o'er aften dane, 
Jo watch Love's motions in a place unſeen 
Merely to eaſe the cravings of a min? 
hat's wondrous curious, or wi' warſe deſign, 
Put tell me man how matters were agreed, 
Or by wha's int'reſt ye gat Simon freed ? 
Bra. Anc's wha well cud, the Provoſt o' the town ; 
A. jelly man, well worthy of a crown. 
To him I gaed as ſoon's I reach'd the place, 
By frien's advice, to lat him ken my caſe ; 
And tho” grite folks are ſometimes unco? ſhy, 
And ſpeak right ſour to fic as you or I; 
He kindly heard my itory to an end, 
And ſyn he ſtraight did for the ſergeant ſend, 
wr pointed word to bring my fon alang, 
That he mith ken wha's tale was right or wrang. 
Byn, in a ſhort, my bluſtrin? blade appears, 
And he a hunder queſtions at him ſpiers : 
To ſome of which he meant but ſma' reply, 
But hoot to gi'e a 2v/erefore for ilk auh. | 
Nor durſt ae word he ſpake be out o' joint, 
But a', he ſaid, boot juſt be to the point. 
For tho? he play'd the Lord into the fair, 
Nought but ſubmiſſive ſpeech cud anſwer there. | 
Twas eaſy dane, to fright plain fouks like we, | 
But yon'er, faith, he fan it wadna doe. | | 


IS 


EEO IEF A WIE AND BEES: 


I'm ſure, ye cudna ſee a queerer fight, 


Rs 


In ſhort, my frien', when a? thing was brought out 
My boy was clear'd, and he fin'd t6 the boot; | 


A guid round ſum, a twenty-ſhillings note, 


Nor wad his Honour paſs ae ſingle groat. 

Dor. Yechear my heart—how was the billy pleas'd ; 
Nae well, I wad, to be ſo ſnelly us'd ? 

Bra. O had ye ſeen, wi' what a waefu' frown, 
He drew lang-craig and tauld the ſcuſhy down ; 


His very viſage was amaiſt a fright. 

As lang's I live, I'll laugh ay, when I think, 

Wi' what a waefu” phiz he twinn'd his clink. 
Dor. Troth, nibour, and ye ay may bliſs him for't, 

Who was the cauſe o' fic a hearty ſport. 

He cuda gart you ſing anither tune, 

Ye've been mair lucky, ſooth, than mony ane. 

For grant ye had a' juſtice in your cauſe, 

Yet innocence whiles ſuffers by the laws. 

Some judges dinna gre deerees fac juſt, 

He's been a man well worthy o' his truſt. 

Some wadna ta'en ſic pains to get the truth, 

But, right or wrang, wad let him keep the youth ; 


Or gart you draw, afore ye gat him clear, 


Mair frae your purſe, than it cud rightly bear. 
Bra. Things as unjuſt by judges ha'e been dane, 
But never think *twas ſac at Aberdeen. 
Ye manna ſpeak o' them in fic a ſtrain, 
They've ay been kant for downright honeſt men; 
| Wha's 


Ka 


ER JAMIE AND Es s. 


Wha's itka action ſpreads their growin' fame, 


And ſhaws them judges, worthy o' the name. 


By them the honeſt never ſuffer'd yet, 
Guilt is the only object of their hate; 


To puniſh which they uſe their griteſt art, 


But never, never, act an unjuſt part. 
Dor. Well come my frien', whatever be the caſe, 


We'ſe kiſs the cap, in honour of the place ; 
And drink his health, wha ſet our Simon free, 
At ika merry meeting *till we die. 
[Excunt. 


| SCENE II. 
PROLOGUE To Tux SCENE. 


The ha , at leaſt, may pleaſe your ee, 
O' what ye re, now, about io fee, 
Ajide, a wee Lit frae the 0 I, 
"Bout which ye heard auld 'B ranky crack, 
Frae a“, but gou, birk buſhes Lide, 
7 wa lovers ſeated, fide by [ide 
255 Upon a flow ry bank ; 
The tema are Simeon and his Kate ; 
Wor wonder 1% the lad looks blate, 
Accus do fic a prank. 
He leſt bis laſi ye beard afere, 
New, hear them flyte upon ihe ſcore, 
But then ye needna ſear, 
Tho fee maum lad him out o langer, 
Love lurks beneath ber ſceming anger, 
And will ere lang appear, 
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Tune — Sandy o'er the Lee. 


M* Simon's clear, 
That's aething ſear, 
But it had better been ; 
Had he been wiſe, 


And ta'en advice, 
I ne'er ſic days had ſeen, 


Some ſighing ſaid, 

Tho' they were glad, 
We're wae ye've tint your lad 
"Tis hard that he, 

Sud take fore thee,- 
A ſaxpence and cockade. 


Since, firſt, he fled, 
, The life I've led, 
| Has been a life o pain: 
Some jeer'd me ſair, 
A' cry'd nac mair, 
Will he return again. 


SIMON. 


. Ne'er mind their crack, 
Now I'm come back, 
Let inward pining ceaſe ; 
My tolly paſt, 
May be the laſt, 
That e'gr will bras” your peace. 
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Ka. But tell me, Simon, now that ye are free 
How cud you tak” fac little thought o me? 
Gin Kate had, anes, but enter'd i“ your head, 
Ye never cud ha'e dane ſae raſh a'deed. 
Sim. Kate may believe, altho' I didna tell, 
When that was dane, I waſna juſt myſell. 
Vet tho? miſchance led me to play the fool, 
My heart, to her, was ever true and leal. 
She was my thought, while I had pow'r to think, 
But ilka thought that's guid is drown'd by drink. 
Ka. Ah Simon, troth, that's but a blate excuſe, 
Whaſe ſau't was it your head was i the bees ? 
*T was i' your pow'r to lat the drink alane, 
Or drink, in meaſure, and there's ſma' ill dane. 
I wadna lat the traſh come near my mou”, 
That e' er wad drown ſae ſweet a thought as you. 
Sim. Ere ye condemn me, hear me plead my cauſe, 
That's, ſure, allow'd by Love's ſevereſt laws. 
Anes ye have heard the truth o' the affair, 
Maybe ye mayna blame me ha'f ſae fair. 
When I ſet out, I meant to ſpend my clink, 
n ſomething ither than a drap o' drink. 
Ere I gaed there, I was a happy man, 
Friends had agreed I ſud ha'e Katty's hand. 
Fou o' the hopes of this my promis'd joy, 
I ſought the Fair, for honeſter employ ; 


„ 


* IAMIE AND BESS. 


To coff what bonny trinkets I mith ſee, 
By way o' fairin' to my laſs, frae me. 
Nae r tho“ I ha'e brought her ane or twa, 
[ Preſenting her with ſome, 

Sic diy trocks to help to mak her bra. 
I didna mean to pit a“ down my throat, 
Nor maun my Katty think ſhe was forgot. 
E'en when I drank till I was piper ſu', 
The very cauſe, my Katty juſt was you. 
As I was coffin” at my trinkets there, 
I met a frien' or twa into the Fair; 
Wha kent the happineſs I had in view, 
And they boot ha'e me in to wet my mou”, 
When we were ſet, your health gaed aft about, 
And ilk ane, there, drank ay his bicker out, 
Syn kiſs'd it's boddom, wi a ſmack fu' ſmart, 
To ſhaw your well lay deep within his heart. 
Say then, my Katty, was't a mickle fau't, 
Was I to be behader of a' that! 
When a' grew wanten in my Katty's praiſe, 
And wiſh'd us mickle luck and length of days, 
Cud I ſyn ſit, juſt like a gowkit als, | 
Or ſhaw myſell leſs loyal to my laſs ? 

Ka. It's hard, nae doubt, for ane to diſapprove, 
E'en of a fau't, whe: it procecds frae love. 
- pw hat tho' Simon were anes a“ my uin, 
Dd he return to his avid trieks again, 
Gae to ſome market get o'er mickle drink, 


O' Fate er hame, he ſvn, nae mair mich think. 
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I ken my Simon has o'er mickle ſenſe, 
When he is ſober, e'er to gre offence. 

Were he ay ſo, he then wad ay be kind, 
But, then, anither tout may change his mind. 
Whare drink get's in, baith wit and ſenſe flee out, 
And he mith maybe tak anither rout. 

Syn, whare 1s Katty, when her Simon's gane, 

But left to mis'ry, maybe nae alane. 

How can ye think, I ever wad agree, 

To tak* a man, that may forhui me ? 

But, ſud ye ftay at hame and ſtick by Kate, 

Her ſorrows maybe mith be juſt as great. 

A drunken man's the hinder-end of a', 

What tho* my Simon's. bonny now and bra, 
Gin he likes drink *twad alter ſoon the caſc, 

And drunken chapins bluther a? his face. 

It ſoon wad gar his love to me turn cauld, 
And mak? him daz'd and doited ere ha'f auld. 
Drink's aft the cauſe o' mickle dool and ftrife, 
And kills a* comfort atweeſh man and wife. 

Sim. Nae doubt when drinkin's carried to exceſs, 

It's fure to blaſt the ſeeds of happineſs ; 
And ane that's drunk will aft commit a crime, 
He'd fley to think of, ony ither time. 
But wha's ſac flrong as never tyn his grip, 

Or wha ſae wiſe as never mal” a ſlip ? 

Tho? J ha'e anes tranſpreſs'd ſound reaſons laws, 
Ye ken, my Kate, twas in an hon'rous cauſe ; 
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And I ha'e ſuffer'd for't baith lang and fair, 
Ye needna ſeek to mak? my ſorrows mair. 
Tho? I have been the cauſe o' Kattie's pain, 
T dreed as mickle, ſure, for her again, 
And Katty needſna max' ſae grite a phraſe, 
I's ne'er be fu, again in a' my days. 
Of a' my days to come it's be the care, 
To mak” her juſt as happy as ſhe's fair. 

Ka. Gin Simon hates to lead a ſingle life, 
And gin he canna do without a wife. 
Were it the faſhion to ha'e mair than ane, 
Gin he inclines, he needſna he alane. 
He's ill beſtead, wha canna paſs ae door, 
Twad mak ſmz' odds tho' I ſud gi'e him o'cr, | 
I'm very ſear he wadna want a ſcore, 
O' laſſes full as likely to the ee, 
And handſomer, by mony fars, than me. 

Sim. What I mith get, my Kate, is nae the thing, 
Ye ſud be Queen, tho' Simon were a King. 
I mony a ſtrappin' laſs, nae doubt ha'e ſeen, 
For there's nae want of ſic in Aberdeen. 
There's ſcarce a laſſie, there, that ye wad meet, 
But wha has ſomething in her face that's ſweet. 
Ilk ither Town for Beauties it ſurpaſſ-s, 
I juſt the nurſery o bonny laſſes. 
Yet, tho' I've ſeen them a and mony mair, 
I nc'er ſaw ane, wi' Kate, that cud compare. 
I ne'er ſaw a laſs in a' my life, 


I'd mak” fac ſoon as bonny Kate my wife, 
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Ka. Well kens my Simon How to touch my heart, 
Well kens he how to act the Lover's part, 
Gin ye as kindly a& the Huſband's too, 
Ye'll ever find a loving wife in me. 
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ERE“'t not for Kate's too pow'rful charms, 
I 1ik'd the plaid and highland dreſs; 
But ev'ry thought of war and arms, 
I gladly quit for her embrace. 
Kar 


O honey' d accents far too ſweet, 
They like enchantment to me ſeem; 
My happineſs is too complete, 
Ah! Simon, ſure, I only dream! 
| [Falling into hit arms, 
To what, ſhallT my bliſs compare ! \ 
In Simon I have ev'ry win 
[Simon folding ber in his arm. 
Then, in your bliſs let Simon ſhare, 
And make him happy with a kiſs, 
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If kiſſes gi'e him fic relief, 

I ha'e a treaſure for his ſake; 
And never need he taſte of grief, 
Since at diſcretion, he may take. 


SIMON 


N 1 * * 
> OW 9 - 


- "FA MIE AND BIS. 


A 


$ INM ON. 


far hence be ik intruding care, 


While thus I preſs thee to my breaſt ; - 
Ten thouſand ſweets ye have to ſpare, 
And ane to me, my Kate's a feaſt. 


r 


Such kiſſes as I thus beſtow, 
I only to my Simon lend; 
When ſweeter on his lips they grow, 
He'll, kindly, pay them back again. 
S IM O. N. 
O' never can thoſe ſweets increaſe 
Beſtow'd like Nature's on the flow'rs; 
For what ye think my lips poſſeſs, 
My Kattie only flows frae your's. 
WO. SOLES 
If freely gie'n, with loving heart, 
They ſweeter be, then ſuch are mine: 
But never can my lips impart, 
A ſweet not far excell'd by thine. 


S 03” I 
soon may the happy day appear, 


When we may kifs, nor care wha ken't ; 


When greater bliſs our hearts will ſhare, 
And we embrace without reſtraint. 
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PROLOGUE To TAE SCENE. 4 


To Cath'rine's dwalling, jult bard by, 
The Knight, ſee, flepping in the way, 
Right ſpruſs, wj" varniſb d cane; 
Liſt what he ſays, hell ſtay but ſbort, 
. But means to gib e you better ſport, 
When be tomes back again. 


TRANGE news, indeed but Cath'rine comes 
And ere I ſpeak, I better think a wee, [I ſee; 

How, to beſt purpoſe, I may play my part ; | 

I wiſh it dinna gae beyond my art. 

I'm ſure Pl! find it a right trying taſk, 

To act it a' beneath a ſerious maſk. 

Gin Geordy be the rattle-ſcull I'm tau), 

I may expect to find him {tif and baul. 

But I'Il firſt fee what Lucky ſays herſell, | = 

Gin ſhe can ought about this matter tell. 

| From what ſhe ſays, I'll maybe gueſs the lave, 

| And get ſome notion how I maun behave. 

I find the Carlin's ta'en anither tour, 

I'll ſee to catch her, ere ſhe win hame o'er. [ Exit. 


Fe Ne "I. 
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Their back: ſupported by a tree, 
x Ta /ads in cleſediſcourſe, ye ſee ; 
| Nae doubt, they'll friends appcar, 
| But 
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But thinkna this, gr ye're minſta en, 
Folks manna ay believe their een, 
Nor credit a they hear, 
Sly Ned, fic kindneſs but pretends, 
| Like mair, to anſtoer his ain ends, 3 
For be likes Geordy a laſs; * 
And henſna bow to ding bim out, 
But bopes to bring” s intent about, 
* Cauſe Geordy's but an aſs, 


Ned. Well, I can tell you nowther mair nor leſs, 
But, gin ye're wiſe ye will keep clear 0? Beis. 
She is a ſly and cunning quean I ken, 
And wi' the Knight is rather o'er far ben. 
From what I heard, within this little wee, 
Her apron ſhortens to the ſkilly ee. 
An honeſt cuman, that ye ken fu' well, * 
Taul' me, for certain, that ſhe is wi? chiel; | 
And that ſhe'd lay, ere lang it wad be ſeen, 
By fouks wha hinna juſt the cleareſt een. 
Geo. That a', they ſay, and mickle mair is true, 

I thought langſyu, but mony thanks to you. 
For o' your kindneſs, I'll ne'er think the lefs, 
That I afore kent what ye now expreſs. 
But fearna frien', as lang's the ſun may ſhine, 
Into the lift ſhe never ſall be mine. | 
I own I anes had liking for the yade, 

But couk to think o't ſince ſhe turn'd a bawd. 
Ye manna think that I'm fac big an aſs, 
His Honour ꝶ leavings ac'er fall be my laſs. 


Since 
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| Vince it is ſae, I' better try fome ither— - 
» Ned. Yet, I am taul' ye twa are aft theg ther. 

Now, gin ye wad be counſell'd by a frien', _ 

Nae mair, again, be ſeen wi”. her your lane. 

. Fouks that obſerve,— or blame you unco' fair, 

Or think that ye ken nought o' the affair, 
Tt wad be right to tell her, that ye ken 
Her bonny pranks, and then ha'e fairly dane. 
Geo. It's eaſy lad, for you to ſhaw the way, 

To ſhak' aff laſſes gin ye come to try, 
Ve ll find it's nae ſo eafy brought about, 

By the tae ha'f, as it is pointed out. 

Anes lat a hifly get you in the girn, 

Ere ye get looſe, ye'll red a ravell'd pirn. 

In ilk reſpe&, I've been as wiſe as ye, 

Tried mony methods, but fan nane wad doe. 
Aft, when ſhe ſpak' I made her nae reply, 
And, when I met her proudly whiſtled by. 

On ilk occaſion, I ha'e ſhawn neglect, | 
Dane à I cud, and yet to nae effect. 1 
Ned. That's very ſtrange indeed am cock ſcar, 
Gin it were me, I ſhortly ſud be clear. 
Ye maun ha'e acted ſomething mair nor right, 
That gars her ſtand ſae out agains your miglit.— 
Geo. Laſt night, I ſaw her, yon'er on the brae, 
She wagg'd her hand and meant that I ſud ſlay, 
But, when ſhe ſaw ſhe met wi” nae regard, 
She ſcaul'd, and cried, ſhe wad inform the Laird. 
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She faid, ſhe lang had ſuffer'd cauld negleQ, * 
But he wad gar me pay ſome mair reſpect. 
Gin ſhe has tauld, it ſhortly will appear, 
He and my mither, ſee, are coming here. 
They ſeem right earneſt, as they trudge alang, 
T Il warran't prove the burden o' their ſang, 
Bat, gin it do, their travel 1s in vain, 
T'll never wed to lead a life o' pain. 
J am reſoly'd, ae word I ſanna tyn, : 
If he but ſpeak, I'll tell him plain my mind. 
Ned. Be as it may, ye ſhortly now will ſee, 
But hear me, lad, I'll tell ye what to doe. 
Afore, ye lat him get o'er mickle time, | 


To ſhak? his crap and ſcauld you for the quean, 
Be bauld enough to tell him a' your mind. 
Shaw how the huſſy's us'd you, firſt and laſt, 
And bauldly tell the cauſe of a' that's ꝓaſt. | 
But as ye'd wiſh to clear yourſell o“ blame, 
Be ſure, you dinna mention anes my name. 
Geo. Believe me, Ned, I've nae fic fool intent; 
I'se pledge my troth, ye never fall be kent. 
Afore that I reward your friendſhip ſae, 
The ſun ſhall ſhine by night, the moon by day: 
A'*thing turn topſy-turvy in a trice, | 


Wiſe fouks turn fools, and fools turn wend'rous wiſe,” 


Ned. T'll leave you, then, and hie me to the field, 
Stick to your point TExit, 
Ge. ———lIn nae reſpet I'll yield. | 
D SANG 
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4 rg benſil I'll bear, for why ſud I fear ? 

- Tho”, nae doubt, my boſom anes warmly did burn; 
Im nae. fic an aſs, as wed wi' a laſs, 
Who thinks my love merits nac kinder return. 


The De'il, firſt, maun blin' me, nae vows, ſure, can bin' me, 
To tick by the laſs, wha is falſe and unkin' ; 

| That Ilov'd her before, now I hate her the more, 

11 For giving another what ſud ha'e been mine. 


It's my part to ſlight her, and his, ſure, to right her, 
And as he beſt can, he may do it himſell. 

I'd ha'e my throat nicket, ere I were ſae tricket, 

Or the warld, on me, gat ſic ſtories to tell. * 


Had ſhe conſtant prov'd, I till would have lov'd, 
But, that it is otherwiſe, I'm nae to blame; 

I ſcorn the Beauty, wha kenſna her duty, 

And wiſhes to play me ſo cunning a game. 


Enter Catharine, and the night. 


Cath. Fy George ! I never thought to live the day, 
That fouks of you, ſae mickle ill cud ſay, - 
Ah, fy for ſhame ! to be ſae croſs to Beſs, 
As force the Knight to come and ſeek redreſs ! 
In truth ye really, now, maun. gi'e your hand, 
Y e'll be mair kind, and prove anither man, 
Geo. I'll tell you plain, gin telling likes to doe, 
Nane need to come that errand here toane. a 
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I've ſhawn mair kindneſs than ſhe's worthy o', 
Or ony quean that cud hae us'd me ſo. 

Kn. Some decency, young-man, ye mult obſerve, 
From you, ſuch treatment, ſhe could n&er deſerve. 
Why not fulfill the promiſes ye made ? 

Ye ſought the laſs, and taul ye meant to wed. 
Nae farther kindneſs, now, for her I crave, 
Juſtice is a' ſhe ſeeks and that ſhe'll have. 

Geo. I own fic promiſe anes eſcap'd my mou", 
But, then, your Honour, ſhe was kent for true; 
So, frae whatever 1 mith ſay before, 


I'm now ſet free, ſince the's gane o'er the ſcore. [that! 
Kn. Gane o'er the ſcore! what mean ye, youth, by 


Geo. I'm well informed, ſhe's wi' a baſtard brat. 


Cath. Baſe lie indeed 


Kn. To whom does it appear? 
Geb. It's to your Honour 
Kn.— | me! 

Geo. Elen fac J hear. 


Kn! That ſpeech, young · man, cameraſhly frae your 
But, ye'ſe be free, gin ye can make it guid. ſhead, 


Gin e'er I harm'd her, ſhe will ſurely tell, 
Nane can know better than the laſs herſell. 
She'll be brought to you, and ſhe ſhall declare, 
What's truth or falſchood, now, in this affair. 
Gae Catharine for the laſs, and we ſhall ſee, 
And gia ſhe ſays't, I take her and ye're free. 
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E But mind, young man, if it ſhall now appear, 
Your ſto! 'y's talſe and I am wholly clear, 
Ye then, „i' Beſs directly maun agree, 
Or elle my juſt diſpleaſure ye ſhall dree. 
Geo, I winna mak” fic bargains, fir, e' en now, 
The laſs wad ha e but ſma' wit in her pow, 
Gin ſhe wad flick to truth in fic a caſe, 
And be the trumpet o' her ain diſgrace. 
PI: warran ſhe cud mak” a ſwingin lie, 
To patch up matters, gin fic things wad doe. 
I never fail, by tricks, be cullied o'er, 
To wed a laſs your Honour's us'd afore. 
Ye ncedna think I am fac big a fool, 
I ne er will ſwallow fic a bitter pill. 
Cath. Forgi'e him, fir, he's ſure nae kenning right, 
To whom he cracks. Fine uſage to the Knight ! 
His Honeur, troth, may think you right il]-bred, 
Anes ye're at hame, I'ſe gar your back be pay'd. 
| [ Strikes him with her flaffe 
Geo, My back be pay'd ! o that I hinna fear, 
And what his Honour thinks I ſanna care. 
Nae ſatisf action far'er wil J gre, 
I plainly tell you Beſs is nac for me. 
Cath. Gae from my ſight, ye worthleſs piece o' wark! 


T*ſe gar your father lear you how to bark! 
Ve needna think fic ſaucy clack fall paſs, 
Ve ſall do war, gin yell nac wed the laſs! 


J 
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Of a the ſons that I ha'e ever had, 
Except yourſe l, ilk ane has made me glad; 
They never tauld a laſſie o their love, 
And ſyn neglected, when ſhe did approve. 
Ill-manner'd dog! ye ve anger'd me right ſair, 
" Strikes him again. 
with frae my fight, nor lat me ſee you mair! 
An like your Honour, ye'll gang back wi' me, 
I'll warran William gar him ſoon agree, 
To tak the laſs, and mak” his promiſe guid, 
Or elſe the rogue ſall claw a broken head. 
Ku. Na, George, come back, and Cathr'ine gae your 
Ye are o er warm a pleader in this cauſe, [wa's: 
Force ne'er can do, that manna be the way, | F 
He fall be ſatished, ere he comply. 
Geo. Well, gin it's poſſible that can be dane, 
I'll own my fau't and hope to be forgi'en, 
Cath. How can ye think his Honour will forgi'e, 
Sic foul-mou'd win, frae fic a cur as ye? 
Own that ye lied, and that his Honour's wrang'd, 
Ere we re diſgrac'd, and ye yourſell be hang'd ! 
Rn. Cath'rine now leave's, and we may chance to 
Without or hanging him, or ſhaming thee. ['gree, 
Cath. God bliſs your Honour, ye may hear my mean, 
I'll ne'er do guid, gin he meet fic an end! 
William and I, I'm ſure are nae to blame, \] 
We ne er heard ony blot upon your name. Exit. 
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Geo. Your Honour needſna ha'e a grudge at me, 
There's mair, wha ſud be hang'd, if that's a lie. 
I'm nae the maker o' the tale I'se ſwear, 

: And he that taul me ne'er was ca'd a liar. 

But gin your Honour thinks to prove him ſae, 

He ſud be puniſh'd and [I latten gae. 1 

I've only tauP you what I heard myſell, | F 

Ard what ane hears I thought nae fin to tell. 1 
| Tu. Tales that are good, or harmleſs, when ye hear, / 

| You may, with freedom, ſpread them far and near. 
But hes, or tales which blaſt your neighbour's fame, 1 
Whaever ſpreads them, ſurely, is to blame. ] 

ö 


Geo. An' like your Honour, gin it binna true, 
I never taul't to ony ane but you; 
And had I thought ye'd ta'en't ſas much amiſs, 
I hadna been ſo plain as tell you this. 
Nor did I ween the tale wad hurt you fair. 
For gentle fouk's think light o' the affair. 
Anger' d at ane ! I think ye ha'e ſma' reaſon, 
Some fouks, like you, think naething of a dizen. 
If ye be angry, Beſſy may gae hyte, 
Gin ony's blam'd ſhe's ſure to get the wyte. 
Her it may hurt, what's ga'en, about upon her, 
But ſinta war will ony think your Honour. 
Kn. However baſe the opinion of the times, 
It ne'er can make a virtue, ſure, of crimes ! 
It there's a wretch, ſo deſtitute of ſhame, _ 
So careleſs of his own and neighbour's fame, 
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As make himſelf the ſcoff of ſuch as thee, * _ Wh 
He ſhames mankind, whatever his degree; 
Forſeits a? rev'rence to his rank that's due, 
And juſtly ſtands a monſter to the view ! 

Geo. Whatever monſters, fir, they may appear, 
There are fic monſters, fr'a'at, I'm very ſear. 
A nd nae few o' them, either, as I ween, 
They're in ilk ither corner to be ſeen. 
And this, I think, is far frae ony proof, 
"They're either held as monſter, or as thief, 


Plays tricks, like that, ye'll, in a hurry, ſee 

It, thro? the pariſh, raiſe an unco' bree! 

Sane as ane kens a laſs gets the gill-wheep, 
Scandal's o'er guid a tale to fa' aſleep. 
Whae'er was throngeſt wi' the laſs before, 
They lay the blame, for common, at his door. 
This ane tells that, and that ane tells anither, 
Nor wad they hooPt, on fiſter or on brither. 
Some wyte the laſs, and ithers blame the lad, 
And ſae the ſtory round about is ca'd; | 
Till ſome auld Dad, mair haly than the reſt, 
Finds it his duty to acquaint the Prieſt: J 
Syn there's nae help, but the poor lad maun ſand, .Y 
Afore the kirk, to get a reprimand. 

And when they hear him frae the pwpit taul', 
How nicks, by the ſin, be's harm'd his faul ; 


Nae doubt, when ony fic poor chiel as me, 
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Ane ſains herſell, anither granes a prayer, 

As gin he were the only ſinner there. 

And ever after, he's ay pointed at, 

As ane wha had, wi' fic a chiel, the brat. 

Sae it fa's out, when poor fouks miſbehave, 
They're juſt made ſcare-craws o to a' the lave. 
But, in a life time, now, we winna hear, 

Of ane ſae roughly uſ'd that iſna poor. 

For gentle blades, wha have a fouth o' caſh, 
To dit fouks mou's ne er meet wi' ony faſh. 
However daft they wi' the laſſes be, 

It's ay o'er-look'd, gin they but pay the fee. 
Tho' gin they gat their due, I wat fu' well, 
Ilk ither ſunday, ſome wad fit the ſtool, 
Kn. Were they ſae uſd, it would be juſt the ſame, 
Who dinna dread the fin, would mock at ſhame. 
That wretch is loft who, 'ſcaping cenſure here, | 
Of future puniſhment betrays no fear! 
Geo. I'm led to think, however ſtrange to tell, | 

Sic canna trow there's ony place like Hell; 
Or that to ſic a pitch of vice thy re brought, 
As gin there be or no, ne'er coſts a thought. 
But gin ſome dinna, ſoon, their manners mend, 
They'll fin't o'er true, I'm ſair fear'd, in the end. 
Nae that I mean your Honour, I'd be laith, 

I ne'er wad wiſh ye meet ſae mickle ſkaith. 
Tho' it ſae be, that ye have ſpoil'd my ſport, 
And I, nae doubt, am c'en right angry for't, 
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Tho? a' were true upon you I've been taul', | 
I wadna, for it a', ye'd loſe your ſaul. 
Ku. George, I ſtill thought that ye had better feats, 
Than uſe ſuperiors with ſuch impudence. — 
I never harm d the laſs in a' my life, 
Elſe I wad never bid you call her wife. 
Veꝰ ve been o'er raſh to credit fic a, tale, 
But gin ye tell your author, without fail, 
Him I ſhall puniſh, and ye ſhall be free, 
Either to take the laſs, orlat her be. 
Geo. Fairer than that, I'm ſure, I cudns ſeek, 
But then my tongue's boun' up, I darena ſpeak. 
I've ſworn nae to tell, ye maun excuſe, 
Gia I to anſwer your demand refuſe. 
Whaever taul' me, faul' me as a frien”, 
And to reveal him, fir, wad be ill dane. 
Au. Well, George, I ſanna bid you brake your troths | 
Gin ye have ſworn, man, ye may keep your oath, 
| But he, who taul' you, is nae friend to you, 
| And what I ſay, I'll ſhortly prove is true. 
Jil find him out, altho' ye dinna tell, 6 
If I ſhould ſummons up auld Mit himſell. 
But ſee, young- man, ye dinna tell a lie, 
If a' the blame, at lait, ſhall light on thee, 
Geo. Your Honour may do what ye like wi' me. 
Whace'er has lied, I wis' he mayna paſs, 
May auld Miel get him for 2 baggage afs, 
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EZ” To ſpur wi' red-het gauds throꝰ dub and mire, 
And, gar him carry a' his winter fire | 
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Nu. And ſo he ſhall, nae better it ſhall be, 
With him wha's found the author of this lie; 
Unlefs that he appear, in proper time, | 
And own his fault and ſorrow for the crime. 


But gin I raiſe the De'il, Iſ'e plainly tell, 


He winna' gae, without him back to Hell. 
Now, gae to wark, but ere I ſleep this night, 
I'll ſhow you a' the matter brought to light. 
Whae'er he be, I'll ſtrive to make him feel. 
[Exit George. 
As the KNIGHT turns about, enter BR ANKY. 
Bra. Goode'en, goode'en, I hope your Honour's well. 
XK. I thank you Branky, what's the news in town? 
Pit on, pit on. How's Simon? 
Bra Safe and ſound. 
Thanks to your Honour for your friendly aid, 


My chiel's my ain, and I am e'en right glad. 


Vour kindly letter had a guid effect, 
And gat me mickle kindneſs and reſpect. 
It pat the matter in ſae clear a light. 


It waſna lang till we gat ſtories right; 


And for fic kindneſs as your Honour ſhow'd, 
I thought it but a duty, that we ow'd, 
To come and thank you, ſoon as we gat hame, 


1 But that we didna Branky's nae to blame. 
1. To 
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To mak' this poor acknowledgment we meant, 
But as we're on the gratefu” errand bent, 
We met wi' Beſſy, at her aunty's door, 

$5 Wha taul's ye ga'ed weſt-by a wee before. 

. This hour, ſays ſhe, ye mayna ſee his face, 
Tho“ ye ſud tramp it forward to the place, 
I'ſe lat you ken, as ſoon's I ſee him paſs, 

But I'wad, Simon rather ſee his laſs. 

Ye needna think to Stay, I'm very ſear, 

He'll fit on nettles«' the time he's here. 

And Kate, poor laſs, has need o' ſome relief, 
She's juſt been like to fell herſell wi' grief. 
When this he heard, he wadna ha'd nor bin”, 
For fear that he mith maybe come ahin, 


But ſcour'd awa, as faſt as heels cud drive, _ - 4 
And happly fan” the laſs was ſtill alive. J 
l Kn. That a' is well, Branky, V'm mair than paid, 
| For ony trouble ye may think I had. 
| Ye've been an honeſt tenant to me lang, GE 


I would be laith to ſee you ſuffer wrang. 5 

'Tho' it had coſt me ſomething mair than faſh, 

I wadna grudg'd to ſpend a little caſh, 

Ere Kate had loſt her lad, and ye your ſon, 

I wad have made them hear a greater din, 

Bra. God bliſs your Honour, ye was ever kind, 

And a' that ken you, ken your genr'ous min 

On ſic, as you, Heav'n's bounty's well beſtow'd, 


May you, nor your's, ne'er want a fouth o gong, _— 
Nor 


— 


* 


* Nor ane be ſcant, wi' fic an open heart, 


ue lad likes Beſs, but Helen is ſae Ong, + 
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O that , wi' which, he wad fae cithly part ! 

Kn. Tro eale Oppreſſion's load and make it light, 

Is but to do our duty, and what's right. 
Narrow's the ſaul, wha winna twin his gear, 
To ſmooth misfortune's brow, or help the poor! 
And may the boddom o' his purſe fa” out, 
Wha has the pow'r, yet wants the will to do't: 
Who unconcern'd ſees modeſt merit die, 

For want o' what, unmiſs*d, he cud ſupply! 

For kinder purpoſes, by bounteous Heaven, 

Such {upcrfluities to man are given, 

And where beſtow'd, it's plain they are deſign'd, 
Not to contract, but to enlarge the mind. 

For they're nae langer bleſſings than they're us'd, 
They turn a curſe, whene'er they are abus'd. 
But where's your nephew, Brauky? Is he here ? 
I'll wad he's been of uſe. gin ane may ſpier, 

He is nae ſenſeleſs lad, as IT can ſee. 

Bra. He's far ſrae that, were he nae kin to me, 
The lad, I can affure you did nae ill, a 
And twa three wonder'd how he had ſic ſkill, + - 
His clatter wadna ſham'd an aulder man, ; 
And : maun {peak for him, now, gin I can. 


$he diſna ſeem to think the bargain good. 
Ru. What wad ſhe have EI think the match is fair, 
And that it c'en ſud anſwer” to a hair! * | 
Bra. 
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Bra. Some cantrip-caſtin? cock, wha ſpells can read, 
I underſtand has turn'd auld Lucky's head. |; 
Her niece is bonny, and gin ſhe be ſpar'd, 
She hopes to ſee her wedded to a Laird. 
Kn. Sic wonders-may, in former days, have been, 
That Lairds have. wedded laſſes full as mean, 
I ve ſeen when folks, for love, would lometimes wed, 
But marriage, now, is made a ſort of trade. 
Wha bids the maiſt, is ſure to win the prize, 
While ſhe that's tocherleſs neglected dies. 
If ane be poor, and of a humble birth, 
Whate er her merit be, whate'er her worth, 
Wanting this ae commodity, the caſh, 
A' ither qualities are held but traſh. 
Of matches, now o' days, ſuch is the mould, 
Love rarely enters, but the love of gold. 

Bra. Ay, true's the tale, and Helen needſna think, 
Her niece will catch a Laird, without the clink. 
There's few will marry ane without a groat, 

Beauty alane will nae pit on the pot. 


| 


They've wanted a' their days, who were as bra, 
She may be blyth to get a man ava; 
Or pitting grandeur freely out o' head, 
Be mait than thankfu? to get ane that's guid. 
Xn. But bow ſtands Beſs ? Likes ſhe the lad perle * 
Bra. Ay, wi' her ſaul, as far as I can ſmell, _. 
And gin that Helen canna be brought too, 


| | J kenna what the couſcquence may be. 1 


My * 
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And try to cure auld Helen o' the bees. 
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Nu. Gin that be true, II. gi'e the match a beere, 


For much I doubt, ye ken gin I be right, 


She'll loſe the Laird, gin ſhe your nephew light, 


Bra. I watna, fir, how it cud come about, 
That ye ſud entertain ſac ſtrange a doubt ! 
My n&phew and a Laird he canna be, 

Were he a Laird, he'd be nae kin to me. 


S A N G. IV.. 


Knight. Tune,—Logan Water. 


1 Beggar's garb and doublet mean, 
The Gentleman will ſtill be ſeen, 

Wh:!ft Princely robes are void of art, 

To hide à mean and ſordid heart. 


Diſcerning eyes will ſoon perceive, 
The man of Honour from the Knave; 
However much diſguis'd they ſeem, 
They ſtill emit ſome native beam. 


bat he has been, and may remain your friend, 
I dinna doubt, but kin to you he's nane. 
Tho” for your nephew he has paſs'd wi' a', 


From me, no garb can hide young sETONM-HA“. 
Bra. O dinna, eithly, wi' the ſecret part! 
God bliſs yonr Honour, keep it like your heart. 
For tho? he, elſe, has had her kind conſent, 
He diſna want that Beſs herſell ſud ken't. | 
In. The cauſe 1 gueſs, he means, no doubt to prove, 


Ere that be kent, the depth of Beſſy's love. 


And 
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And troth I think it wad be far frac kin', 
For me to baffle him in this deſign. 
I mean to act a far mair friendly part, 
This night he's ken gin ſhe be worth his heart. 
But, I bedeen, maun ſee young $tTON-HA”, 
And ha'e ſome private crack between us twa. 
I'll ablins, gi'e him news he diſna ken, 
And help the matter ſooner to an end. 

Bra. *Twill be in vain, fir, gin ye mzan to try, 
To turn his love frae her anither way. | 
He's o'er fair browdent on the laſs, I'm ſear, 
For ony thing but her to work a cure. 
Befide, he's paſs'd his word and winna flinch, 
For he's a man of Honour, ilka inch. 

Kn. I ken he is, but he's oblig'd to you. 

Bra. The ne'er ae bit, it's neathing but what's true. 
The neareſt o' his kin, I'II lay my life, 
Will nae prevent his making Beſs his wife. 

Ra. Whate'er my aim, let that n&er faſh your head, 
But, be aſſur'd, it will be for his guid-: 
And gin ye wiſh to ſhow yourſell his friend, 
Ye'll ſee to ſend him o'er the way bedeen. 
And ye may tell him that he's kent to me. 

Bra. I ſall obey, whate' er your purpoſe be. 
[Zxcunt. 
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PROLOGUE ro ruz SCENE. 


To plenſe the ve and charm the car: 
{lk rural ſeveet ſalutes you here, 
The yellow whins, in bloom, appear, 
Out=thro' the birken ſhade ; 
And by the water bubbling near, 4 
A pleaſing din is made. 
Hark ! to the ruſtling of the trees, 
Fann'd by the gentle weſt:rn bree: 
And Kuttic ſinging, at ber eaſe, 
| Wi'mielle mirth and glee; 
Gin neither laſs nor muſic pleaſe, 
In troth, it's ill to dee. 


- 


. 
Tune. — O bonny laſi will ye Iy in a Barrack. 


Y Simon's come back, and my cares are all over; 
4 He ſwears, by his Kate, he'Il nae mair be a rover, 
But ſtrive what ho can, ſtill to add to her pleaſure, 
What laſs, but would think ſuch a lad is a treaſure ! 


Tho! late, in his abſence, I pin'd and lamented, 
Now he's ſafe return'd, my heart is contented ; 
. The pleaſure I have in this day's happy meeting, 
Repays me for a' my paſt ſobbing and greeting. 


Anes mair, now delighted, I view the green field, 
And taſte a' the ſweets which kind Nature till yields; 
Nae langer ſic beauties are irkſome to me, 
Alcho' they remind me, dear Simon, of thee. 
Hoy 


An” 


An d drown ilk painfu* thought of a“ that's paſt} 
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Flow on then ſweet tiver,youFuturmurs now Hens me, 1 
Nae langer, in vain, will ye ſtrive hen to caſe me; 
Tho! late, on your banks, I ſat ſighing and mourning, 
Nae mair, now, I ſigh for my Simon'sreturning, 


Now, 50 comes to take the air, 
i' roſy cheeks and flowing hair, 
And ſna -white Boſom * bare, 


a Delgbtes fight! 
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LYTH may ye ſing, 1 trow your heart is glad, 
That ye, anes mair, ha'e gotten hame your lad. 
Ka. To ſing or dance, I'm now in proper tiſt, 

My birn, O Beſs, has got an unco' lift ! ö | 
Beſi. This day, indeed, has been à day of thrift. 
Ka. I'm juſt as merry as I hae to be. 

Beſe. Mony fic days may Kate and Simon fee ! 


Lang may ſhe bruik him, lang may her joys laſt, 


Ka. I thank you, Couſin, ſae ſalf Simon too, 
Anes he has kent how guid ye've been to me. 
Ye was ay kinder to me than the lave, | 
Ill ne'er forget, wi' what concern, ye ſtrave 
To chear my heart, and keep my ſpirits up, 
When I way mailtly lik: to tyn a' hope. 
As lang's I live, next Simon's ſell alaae, 
I'll bek upon you as my Eindeſt friend. 
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dae great Four kindneſs, when he was awa, 
m ſurè, I neꝰer can pay the ha'f.— | 
Beſs. — — --Fy, na! + [ Jeeringiy. 
Since he's return'd, lat that ne'er faſh your head; 
Ye'll ſane pay that, gin a' your debts be 28 
J only pity to my Couſin ſhaw'd, 
When ſhe, poor laſs, was like to tyn her lad; 
And ſhe may pay me now gin ſhe incline, 
Since, in a' likely, I my Jo maun tyn. 
Ka. Yell tyn your Jo! na, Beſſy, dinna jeer, 
Beſs. It's gnapin' earneſt, laſs, I mak” you ſear. 
Ane wha has woo'd me lang, and promis'd fair, 
Forgets his promiſes, and woos nae mair; 
Nor wad he ha'e me now and gi'e him gowd. 
La. On fica lad ye wad be ill beſtow'd. 
oma?” pity for the loſs I hope may fair, 
He's ane, I red, that ye can eithly ſpare. 
Some rattle-ſcull I wad, like Geordy Will, 
Or haukit Ned that wins ayont the Hill, 
Tra, that I kenna whilk's the greateſt fool. 
Beſs. Ve'ſe ſoon ken that, fince ye have gueſs'd ſae 
I'll gar ye wonder, anes ye've heard the tale, [well. 
And ye ſall get it a', now, clean and hale. 


Geordy has weo'd me, now, this mony day, : | 
And I, for ſport, ha'e kept the fool in Play, 0 


Without anes ſaying either ay or nay. $1 
Aft has he promig'd, that he wad be true, $116 = 
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But, now, I find my lad begins to rue. 
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TI ha'e obſery d, within chis little wee, 

He'd meet auld Boby, ere he met wi” me. 

Afore he us'd to bare his hedry pow, 

Where'er we met and mak” an awkward bow ; 

But, now, whene'er I chance to come in ſight, 

He ſcours awa, as he had ta'en a fright. | | 
Ka. And can ye gueſs the cauſe o' fic a change? 

Whate'er it be, I'm ſure it's ſomething ſtrauge. 
Beſs. I believe I may. Ned is the man I doubt, 

Wha lang has wanted to ding Geordy out. 

T eith cud ſee, it ga'e him micEle pain, 

To think that Geordy had won far'er ben; 

And I am certain, as yell ſhortly ſee, 

That he has caften ill, twith him and me; 

In hopes, to him, I mayna be ſae ſhy, 

When anes'T find that Geordy's turn'd ſae dry. 

Ka. He! ſtupit beaſt, I cudna think him fit 


For fic a trick; he wants baith ſenſe and wit. 


Beſs. But ye're miſta'en, ye dinna ken him ha'f, 
The ſtill· ſow aften eats up a' tlie draff. 
Fools are as cunning whiles as wiſer fouk, 
And I'm miſta'en, gin Ned be ony gowk. 
I ha'e guid reaſon too, for thinking ſae; 
What think ye Aunty heard the ither day ? 
Aa. I cudna ſay, but I'll be fain to hear, 
Gin it be ought that makes the matter clear, 
Beſe. As the was ſlowly creeping in the Ways. 
Wi' birn o' girſe for ſupper to the ky. 


L | | Juſt 
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Juſt as ſhe turns the corner o the park, 


Sae down ſhe leans her birn upon a hirſt, 


Liſtening ſhe ſtood, but didna liſten lang, 
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She hears ane ſinging, there, as blyth's a lark. 
To hear the ſang, tak {nuff and get a reſt, 


Till the finds I'm the burden o the ſang. 
Now Aunty's curious, nae doubt, to ſee 
Wha 'twas, that ſang ſae merrilly *bout me. 
To Edward's voice, the bt! it unco' like, 
And ſhe wad tak” a peep in o'er the dyke. 
Juſt as ſhe looks, the muſic ſtopping ſhort, 
Ned ga'e a gauf, and cries 9 happy ſport !- 


Now that I've gotten Geordy's birſe ſet up, 


Im thinking Beſſy's pride will dree a fup. 
Or lang ſhe winna be ſae red to lack, 

My project, now, I think bids fair to tax. 
A” this, unſeen, ſhe cud diſtinctly hear, 


But gaes to lift, cauſe he was coming near. 


By. this time, Ned comes forward to the ſlap, 


But ſeeing Aunty; back a piece he lap, 


And teets to ſee gin ſhe was looking there, 
Syn jumps athwart the road, as ſwift's a hare, 


Into the park, that lies juit o'er anent, 
Syn teets again, wi bonnet ſet aslant; 


And fidging wi! the. thought ſhe naething ſaw, 
Rubbit his hands, and ga'e his Jugs aclaw ; 
Syn made a hoſt, and glowr'd anither way, 
But looks about, as Aunty's coming by . 
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Ay Ned, ſays the, this is a lieſome night! 

It is, ſays he, I fear that birn's nae light. 

Ve better lat me eaſe ye 0't a wee, 

It winna be ſae great a lift to me. 

She ga'e him thanks, but ſaid it wad be wrang 

To trouble him, ſhe hadna far to gang. 

It's in my gate, I'm juſt come thro? the park, a 

Ga en to the Smith, ſays he, about ſome wark. 

The faſh to me will be but ſma' I'm ſear— 

Aunty trudg'd on as gin ſhe didna hear. 

When mutt'ring to himſelf, a cunning thief, 

She heard him ſay, I'm glad that Lucky's deaf. 

A” this ſhe taul' me, ſoon as ſhe came hame, | 

And we, atwiſh us, ha'e contriv'd a ſcheme, . F 

That will, ere night, gie's a ſome handſome game. 

Ka. I ſud be blyth that baith the lads were wrought, 

And gin I can be uſefu', now, in ought, 

I'll do my beſt, gin it nae ſecret be 
Beſs. I ne'er had ane I wad keep up frac thee. 

I wad ha'e taul' you a' the ſport before, 

But then I cudna enter on the ſcore ; 

| As lang's ye was ſae fair down in the mou', : 

It wadna dane to ſpeak o' lads to you. 

But now, I hope, ye're fit to join the ſport. . 
Ka. Well lat me hear#t, for troth I'm langing for't. 5 | 
Bei. My Aunty ſteppit o er the way, laſt night, , . 0 

And tau! juſt a“ the ſtory to the Knight. W F 
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As luck dead hae't, his Honour likes the jeſt; 
And he's as blyth as he had foun' a neſt. 
Wi' heart and hand, he is to aid the play, 
And he's o'er by, to queſtion George the day. 


He will be there I fancy, juſt c'en now, 


IL'ts a lang hour fince he gaed o'er the Know. 
And we will ſhortly hear what news are brought, 


Meantime, I'II gang, I think it nae U! thought, 

In ſearch o' Ned, the filthy ſcoukin' knave, 

To gie'm a teaze , and fee how he'll behave. 

But what think ye ? N. 
Ka.—— he ſcheme I think is guid, 

And I ſall tell you, how 1 wad proceed. 

Upon your part, I think it will be wiſe, 

Gin ye lay ony [ireſs on my advice. 

Gin he ſud ſpeak o love, as like he will, 

Tak” tent, o'er ſoon, the ſnort ye r ſpill. 

Dinna at firſt, as uſual, cauld and ſhy, 


But ſeem as gin ha'f willing to comply, 


And a' his motions *tentively beha'd. 
Beſs. Fearra but 1 fall tightly cook my lad, 
The day, I hear, he is to be at-wark, 
Juſt near Sir Archbald's, in the ide park. 
I'll gang and fee gin I can find him but. 
Ka. But ſl ort ſinly ne, I ſaw him tak? a rout. 
Whiſtling he gaed, and looking unco' blyth, 
And, in his hand, he danc'd a bran · new ſcythe, 


PAMIE any 3885, N * 

As he gaed up the wa'k, out thro? the trees, | 

Ane wad ha'e thought it had been in a b 

Gazing, I maiſt was blinded wi the fight, - 

The ſun was beating on the blade ſae bright. 
Beſs,” Well Li be ga'en, but ere I gang awa, 

To you I. fain wad ſay a ward or wa. 

This ſhort advice I mean._to. gi'e to ou, 

For Branky's nephew, now, nue langer woo : 
Ka. How tliat advice, gin ye now, like to ſay? 

Is't cauſe the lad himſell has won the day? 
Beſs. This far ye hear, lat that be as it may. 

He needs nae help frãe ypu' his tale to tell, 

I find the lad can court right well himſell. 
Ka. Ve may Inchk plainer, laſs, gin ye iucline, 
As, by your mumping, I mailt gueſs your mind. 
Ere-while I kent he had the better part, 

And now, 1 ſe, lie's gotten a* your heart. 

Ae thing I ken, altho' I ſay'tmyſell, wn. ,. 
Gin it be fac, * needna ſhame to tell. * * 
There's gentler fouks, wha hinna ha'f his menſe, 
Beſide, he bears me bell for wit and ſenſe. 
Get him wha kth, ſhe winna get an aſs, 

* Whac'er ſhe beMhell be a lucky laſs. 

And yell be her, or elſe I'm fair miſta's en, 

Ye ha'e his heart 3 2 
Bis. Aab has mine 1 ken, | 
Ka. Well heart for heart, my Beſly, is but far, 

The barga! n's.only equal and nae mair. 
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It's only fair, I think, that ye ſud tell. 

Tell him ye love, and dinna live in pine, 

But eaſe; at anes, your ain and Jamie's mind. 
Nor fear to do t, yell ne er ha'e cauſe to rue, 
I'ſe lay my life, ye'll find him kind and true. 


Bef5. I with he prove nae war than what ye ſay, 


For, to be plain, I taul' him a' the day. 


| Caſe he, like ither lads, meant to beguile, 


To gar him think me cauld I ſtrave a while, 
But-ilka word he ſpake was weal'd ſac ſweet, 
It waſna lang into my poy”'r to do't. 

He woo'd ſae warm, I was oblig'd to yield, 
And own him fairly Maſter o the Field. 


3 A N 1 
Tune. — . Lodging is on the cold ground. 


1 Met my dear Jamie returning to day, 

And with him retir'd to yon grove: 
Where, with pleaſure, I heard what th' youth had to ſay, 
For all his diſcourſe was of love. 


so warmly he preſs'd, that ere I was aware, 
He flyly had ſtowen a kiſs; ; 
Yet, I fan my heart could not blame him ſo far, 
As allow me to take it amils, 


His love, with ſuch ſweetneſs endearing, he told, 
1 heard his kind tale with content; 
And thought it but vain to appear longer cold, 
When I found my heart beating conſent. 


In 
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In his arms I fell, and with look of regard, 
For I could be no longer unkind; | 
To Jamie my feelings I freely declar'd, 
And honeſtly open d my mind. 
With rapture he heard the conſeſſion I made, 
And ſwore he would love me thro' life; 


And, with the ſweet hope, my fond heart now is glad, 
That to Jamie I'll ſoon be a wife, | Exeunt, 


SCENE II. 
PROLOGUE TO THE 3CENE, 


A bra' graſs park, ſet rern wi” frees, 
Whare ane may loll, a wobile, at caſe, 


And taſte the fragrance o the breeze ; 
Nae danger near : 


| While bum of buſy beney- beer, e 
Delights the ear | 


See, back, . a wee bit, ſrae the flap, 

Ned ſtandi, rejoicing at his hap, 

And leaning, careleſs, on his ſcythe : 

Hear what be ſays, yell ſin ben Uyth, 
I ha'e ſome hopes my ſcheme will now ſucceed, 
It's been lang brewin' troth it may be guid. 
To win her love, has coſt me mickle pain, 
But now I think, proud Beſſy's ha'f my ain. 
How far 'twas right to blot the laſſie's fame, 
I winna ſay, but ſure," it was my game. 
And tho), in that, I play'd a filly part, 
Wha kens, by that, but I may gain her heart. 

* 


For 


e didna pro 
Whan Lendeavour'g 


But, there, the butter's caſten 


ve ha'f kind, 


She then, wi Geordy, held an unco- fyke, 


And I may chance to ha's ſome better hap, 
PII. do my ſpeed to catch her in the trap, 
For, now, I'd think ſhe wad ha'e better 


For laſſes, when their wooers chance to change, 


Aft ſtretch a Point, to get a ju 


Be as it may, I am reſolved to try, 


| reven ge. 


OW matters wag, I ſee her come this way. 


He fongs, and Bee bebin* a tree, 
Stand, for a while, to bear ang ſce. 


Firſt, when I tau]? 


VII. 


my mind, 


She leugh at 3 my care, 
But, now, her Jo's unkind, 
And laughs at her as fair, 


To flight fae ſweet a Prize, 
O what an aſs is he! 


I wad be far mair wiſe, 
Cud fhe but think o“ hig. 


Were 
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Were ſhe o' me as fain, 
I'd nae be cauld nor ſhy; 
He ne'er cud ſhaw diſdain, 
Gin he had lov'd as J. 


BESS entering the Park. 


Beſs. Ned ha'd ye buſy, ay in merry mood, 
Singing, they fay, whiles gars the wark come ſpeed. 
Gin that be true, in fic a bonny day, 

Ye'll mak” an unco? hole amang the hay. 
Sing on, and dinna lat me pit you wrang, 
I didna+ mean to ſtop you in your ſang. 

Ned. Sindle 1 ſing, by what I uſ'd to doe, 
And wark I fear will get ſma' ſkaith frac me. 
I hinna been myſell, this mony lang, 
Nowther at wark nor finging of a ſang. 

Wha has a heart ſac borne down wi' wae, 

Will but ilLfar'dly owther fing or ſay. 

When a' was right, I then cud blythly ſing, 

And w! my mufic gar the woodlands ring. 

Baith even and morn, I was ay blyth and gay, 

And whiftled a' my little cares away. 

But times, my bonny Beſs, are alter'd fair, 

And merry thoughts are buried, now, in care! 
Beſs. What ails thee Ned? gin na'e o'er baul” to ſpeir, 

Gin ye have health, ne' er grumble 'cauſe ye're poor. 

Fouks wha ha'e little, can but little tyn, 

Ne'er lat the Warld brak* your peace o' mind. 


In 
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In it, ye ken, there's mony aa up and down, 
And what tho' Fortune angs"may brak* your crown; 
She'll maybe rue, and turn and heal the wound, 
Gin ye, wi' patience, calmly bear the ſtound. 
Wniſtle and ſing, and ye may find relief, 
A merry heart wil! ne'er be ſlave to grief. 

Nel. Wha has enough, my Beſs, can ne'er be poor, 
I diana murmur for the want o' gear. 
1 ha'e as mickle as ay fairs myſell, 
And that's c'en mair than greater fouks can tell. 
Gear diſna a', there's ſome ha'e leſs than me, 
That I wad gladly change my fortune wi', 
The loſs, I'm like to meet, is war to bear, 
Than ony I cud ha'e of Warld's gear, 
Save me but that, I ne'er ſud falſh my, pow, 
Tho? I ſaw a' I'm worth ſet in a low. 
Were that the cafe, I'd ablins mak” a ſhift, 
Gin health ſud fair, to gather mair by thrift, * 
But then the loſs, that I am like to dree, 
I'm very ſure, will mak” an end o' me 

B:ſc. Bout what's to happen, never faſn your thum?, 
It's wrang to brood o' er wors that are to come. 
Live in guid hopes, and baniſh cark and care, 
It's better far, than dying in deſpair. 
A' diſaa periſh, that in peril hangs, 
The lamb's aft reſcued from Tod-lowrie's fangs. 
E'en, when we dread the greateſt danger near, 
Some lucky turn aft cheats us of our fear, 
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 Whare's Couſin Kattie, there, ayont the burn, 
- Her fears, I trow, ha'e ta'en a happy turn. 


Tho” for this ouk, her heart has been right grite, 
And few but thought that ſhe wad get the bite. 
Yet Simon's come, whaſe abſence ga'e her pain, 
And ſhe well pleas'd, ſees a* her fears were vain, 


* Keep up your heart, Ned, never lat it fa”, 


Anes tyn the heart, and bid farewell to a'. 
Ned. A” leſſer cares, my Beſſy, I diſdain, 


It's far frae eaſy, that makes me complain. 


Kate has been lucky, ſae has Simon too, 
And ilk ane happy in his love but me ! 
Were I as happy in my love as they, 
I'd find nae room into my heart for wae, 


But wha cud bear to find his boſom burn, 


Wi' honeſt love, and yet meet nae return! 
The caſe is hard, and yet that caſe is miae, 
J like a laſs, and yet ſhe is unkind! 


Keep up my heart, it's na'e ſo eaſy dane, 
| She'll be my dead, that will be ſhortly ſeen ! 
Beſs. Wow! Ned, ye hinna ha'f enough o' pride, 


Or ye mith well ſae ſma' a benſil bide! 

Die for a laſs! I thought ye far mair wiſe, 
Gin ſhe be ſaucy, ye ſud &en be nice. 

Were I a lad, it ne'er ſud gi'e me pain, 

Tho' I ſud get the na-ſay man, frae ten. 

The laſſes arena, now o' days, ſo ſcant, 

Tho? ane be proud, ye needna fear ye'll want. 
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38 Ye may get twenty full as fair as ſhe, 
And full as guid, however guid ſhe be. 


Ned. Nane ha'f fo guid I ken, nor ha'f ſofair, 
I ner ſaw ane, wi” her that wad compare! 


Tho' ane, my Beſſy, ſhe is a to me, 


And, but herſell, nae ither laſs will doe! 
I ne'er cud bear, in a' my life, to range, 
The love's nae deep, that can ſae eaſy change. 
Slight her ! na, na, I hinna't in my pow'r, 
And gin I loſe her, I will never cowr !/ 
Beſſy may ſlight, but then were Beſs like me, 
She wad ſee matters wi' anither ee! 

Beſs. Pity, that ony laſs ſud lightlie you, 


Few lads are, now o' days, in love ſae true. 
It's hard that ſhe ſud flight, and ye ſo fain, 


Pity, nae ither laſs can eaſe your pain. 

What can ſhe be, that's lov'd by ſic a youth, 

And winna lout to quench his lowin' drouth! 

She ill deſerves to get ſae guid a lad, 

Pity, ſhe dinna rue and tyn her had. 
Ned. Gin Beſſy pities, lat her pity ſhaw, 

It's in her pow'r to pit an end to a”. | 

But her, nae laſs cu'd ever gar me ſmart, 


But her, nae ither can lift up my heart! 
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Tune.—A' the Whigs will gae to Hell. 


A The night, I figh and mourn, ; 
Bonny laſſie, lowland laſſie, 
Nor find my reſt, with day, return; 

My bonny lowland laſſie. 


It brings freſh marks of your diſdain, 
Bonny laſhe, &c. | 

Which ſair but to increaſe my pain; 
My bonny lowland laſſe, ; 


Whene'er I ſpeak of love, ye frown, 
Bonny laſſie, &c. 

And that pits a' my courage down; 
My bonny lowland laſſie. 


Gin ye ae kindly look wad wear, 
Bonny laſſie, &c. 

A' this gloom wad diſappear; 
My bonny lowland laſſie. 


But, gin ye dinna deign to ſmile, 
Bonny laſſie, &c. 

There's nought, in life, that's worth my while; 
My bonny lowland laffie! 


In Death's embrace, then only kind, 
Bonny laſſie, &c. 

I my reſt and peace maun find ; 
My bonny lowland laſſie 
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Beſs. Ay, Ned, that's news ye tell me, man, indeed, 


1 thought that Beſs had worn out o' head. 
She's left by ane, wha woo'd mair baul” than you, 
And promiſ'd juſt as fairly to be true. 


This mony day, ye never mention'd love. 
Ned. Becauſe I ſaw my Beſs wad ne'er approve, 

What need I woo, when that but eeks my pain, 

Since kind expreſſions only meet diſdain. 

Had I been, ever, likely to come ſpeed, 

- Love, and love only, had been a' my leed. 

But dinna jeer me, Beſſy, lat me be, 

Ye never wad, nor e'er will pity me! 

Some happier lad nor me is far'er ben, 

This lang I thought, and now the truth I ken. 

But tho? ye get him, he'll be dearly bought, 

He'll ne er ſhaw you the kindneſs that he ought, 
Beſs. Wha is't that Ned can think I like ſae well ? 
Ned. Ane wha cud paſs you, Beſſy, to the De'il ! 

Wha wad gi'e gowd, but that he's ſcant o' gear, 

That he o' Beſs and a' her charms were clear, 

And yet, ye're wae ſac guid a prize ſud ſlip, 

And, wi his Honour's aid, wad keep the grip. 

Forgre me, bonny Beſs, gin I'm o'er plain, 

I fain wad fave you frae a life o' pain, 

What, tho' his Honour may gar George agree, 

Ye nc'er will be ſo happy as wi' me. 

Ye ne'er need hope a ſingle happy day, 

\  Forc'd. pray'rs are nae devotion, as they ſay. 


TTwere 


- 


Either to me, or yet _ my laſs ? 
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Twere right, I think, ye tak' your ain advice, 2 


As he is ſaucy, ye ſud ten be nice, 


Gi'e love for love, and him, who hates deſpiſe," 
It's in your pow'r, my Beſs, to turn the guiſe. 
Beſs. I'll need a thought, ere ony thing I ſay, 


But L maun leave you, Simon comes this way. 


I wadnallike to lat a lover die, Wop -« - 
Ned alane. 

I'm glad to hear't, but troth it's nae be me. 

Die for a laſs ! na faith I'm nae ſo fool, 


The laſſes, firſt, may a' gae to the De'il. 


With me, love iſna yet ſo freely deep. 
Nor ever fall, or it's be thro' my ſleep ! 


For a her beauty, I the laſs cud loſe, 
Lat me but get my clooks on aunty's poze. 


Enter Simon. 


Tl warrant ye' ve been courting Deſa e "en now, , 


O Ned there's little wit, man, in your pow. 


Gin ye maun die for her, e' en ſtop your fyke, 
And mak” your teſt ment, Ned, whene'er you like. 
Think ye, ſhe'll ever look the gate o“ you? 

Ned. I've ſeen as great a fairley, tho” ſhe do! 


Simon mith had his tongue, gin he were wiſe, | 


His ain laſs ſta mach diſna ſeem o'er nice! 


Nane cud caſt up, tho? I were Beſſy's lad, 
I ever wore the bonnet and cockade! 


An. What, dare ye ſay, ye bladder-headel aſe, 
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Gives Ned a cuff and drives off his bonnet. 
Ned. Simon, nae doubt, is to the fighting bred, _ 
But Lean pay this debt, tho' nae my trade. 
[ Returns the euff, and Simon turns up his heels. 
GE ORGE entering ſuddenly, gives Simon @ cuff as he 
Deals. 
Geo. Stop gin ye're wiſe, what can this brulli e 
I fain wad ken your bus neſs w1' my frien'? [mean J 
Sim. I dinna fear twa fools, tho“ I'm alane. 
of what he gets, ye're welcome to a ſhare, 
[ Strikes George. 
I dinna think Pll yield to fic a pair! 
Come on my lads; 

U Battle and Simon beats them bath of, 
Simon and Ned. —— But dinna rug our hair! 
Kn. Ye cowardly tykes, I ſcorn fic filly game ! 

Geordy and Ned. O] mercy ! mercy ! 
Ned. Simon, I'm to blame 
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PROLOGUE ro rut SCENE 


A few r wall extended wide, 

With lofty elms on illa fide: 

Whafe meeting taps hide a aboon, 

Bot gin ye, laigber, look betwveen ; 

1 Te, firft, ob/eorve the clear blue ſty, 
Then, laigber fill, ye charm the cye, 
With woods, and groves, and flow'ry fields, 
And a' the ſweets which Nature yields. 
Anes tale your ſairin' of the ſight, 

' 6yn, when ye think ye ve view'd « right, 
Your eyes, ta nearer ab jede, move, 

Hud unte youth that's lift in love. 


Fami lane. 
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OW heppy the youth, when to love he's inelin'd, 
Who fiads his dear fair, like my Beſſy, prove kiad; 
So extreme is his joy, his pleaſure ſo great, | 
Tho' IL feel, I can't tell you, how happy his ſtate! 
All deſcription it bales, no words can imnart 
One half of the bliſs, which he fee's in his hear 
Her conſent obtain'd, ſuch emotions ariſe, 
He would burſt, if they found not a vent at his eycs! 


Enter BRANKY. 
Ja. Well, have ye ſounded Helen on the match? 
L thiak ye hiuna made o'er quick diſpatch. 
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I doubt ſhe haſna been ſae eaſy pleaſ'd, 
As what ye thought. _ 
Drag ———— Troth, fir, ye are refund. 
And gin ye Sos; like yourſell, appear, 
Ye'll nac get Beſs, wi' her conſent, I fear. 
Ye maun ſhak” aff that ill becoming dreſs, 
Or elſe gie o'er a? thoughts o getting Beſs. 
Ja. I think your nephew mair than ſhe ſud flight, 
But maybe, Branky haſna rooſ'd him right. 
Ye ſud ha'e taul his virtues ane by ane, | 
And ſyn begun again, when ye had dane. 
And pin ye fan that a' that wadna doe, g 


Ne er ſcrupl'd, man, to gi'e him twa or three. 
Bra. Gin I ſaid nought but guid, I cudna he, 

T only taul' the truth and naething maar, 

Altho' I roos'd you to her, lang and air. 

She ſaid, ſhe heard your virtues werena few, 

A better lad, ſays I, ne'er trade the dew. 

A finer lad, nor ane o' greater thrift, 

I'm ſure, ne' er cotk'd his knapper to the hit, 

Tho' he's my friend, I thinkna ony ſhame, 

To ſay he has mair worth than I can name; 

And wad ye lat him mak” your niece a wife, 

I'm ſure, ſheIlHead a very happy life. 

Forby he's guid, I ken he iſna poor, 

He diſna want enough o' goods and gear. 

She'IUI ha'e as lyth a bield as can be found, 


In a the country, ſeek it round and round. 
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J. Troth, friend, I think ye've roos'd right well 
I wonder that ye camena better ſpeed. indeed, 
Bra. And ſae ye may, ſae ony ane mith think, 
But Iſe aſſure ye, Heleu's nae ſma' drink ! * 
It's nae to ilka chiel ſhe'll gre her niece, | 
There's few wad think her fic a ſaucy piece ! 
72. What reaſon gives ſhe for her difregard ? 
Bra. Nae ither, fir, but that ye're nac'a Laird. 
And were'ye not, I fear ye'd be-ahin, 
J never in my life, fir, heard fic win”! 
I b'lieve ſhe thinks Beſs match for ony he, 
"That ever ſteppit in a leather ſhoe. 
Her like, for beauty, ſays ſhe, I cud lay, 
Ye ſcarce wad ſee, in a lang ſimmer's day. 
Nor does a better draw the breath o' life, 
A Laird, wi” joy, mith ſimile on fic a wife: 
And I may live to ſee as guid a ſport, 
As ſma' a ſhip has won as guid a port. 
On hearing this, I bade her a guid day, 
Tas beating oꝰ the air, thinks I, to ſlay ! 
I'll ſay nae mair, e'ea now, I will awa, | | | 
And lat you think, ſays I, your pride may fa”. = 
I kenna, ſays ſhe, fic a thing mith be, | 
But then, I hope, it's what ye winna ſee. 
It's nae thro' ſlight, I wad your frien' deny, 
Nor yet, without a cauſe, I look ſae high. 
And what's this mighty cauſe, fir, do ye think ? 
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Ja. Maybe auld Lucky likes a drap o' drink. 
Gia that's the caſe, I think it nae ways ſtrange, 
On ſome the timmer works an unco' change. 

It mony times has dane as mighty things, | 
Beggars, when drunk, have fancied themſelves Kingy.. 
Mayhap, it's turn'd auld Helen to a Queen, 

And Beſs into a Princeſs of the Green. 
Nae wonder, then, ſhe think a Laird mith ſmile, 
A Princeſs wad be fomething worth his while, 
Bra. Troth, fir, I wad been ready to ſuppoſe, 
That ſome chiel had ſet up auld Helen's noſe ; 
But that I ken ſhe is a ſober wife, 
And ne'er was kent for ither a her life. 
That's nae the cauſe, ye'll need to gueſs again, 
Or tak” hale twenty o* them, a' on end; 
And after a7, I doubt gin ye wad light, 
Amang a hunder mair, upon the right. 
It's ſomething ſtrange, yell ferly, fir, to hear't, 
She taul me a', ere I gat time to ſpeir't. 
Sometime ago, ſhe had Beſs' fortune read, 
By ane, it ſeems, a deacon at the trade. 
_ Wha taul' fic things, I'm ſure nae ane cud tell, 
Unleſs ſome Warlict or auld Nick himſell. | 
But Helen tells me that ſhe nowther ſaw, J 
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Gin he was horn'd or had a cloven pa'! 
Ja. It's been the humble Devil, then that's a'. 
Bra. Faith, like enotigh. He had a lang black beard ! 


Ja. And, how, did Helen ſay he N ? 
Bra. 


JAMIE AND BESY. 

Bar. He ftay'd nae langer than he taul' his tale, 

Nor wad he tak' her filler or her meal. 
Right aft he gae'd, and in amang the trees, 
She cudna tell me gin ſhe ſaw them bleeze! 
But ſays ſhe never ſaw him mair finſyne. 

Ja. He's been a Devil of a generous Lind, 
To gi e ſo great a fortune to her Niece, 

And neither tak' her filler nor a piece. 

But yet, perhaps, he may again appear, 

And crave the laſs, when anes ſhe gets the gear. 
He'll ha'e a chance to be ſome better ſair' d, 
By Beſs herſell, when anes ſhe gets the Laird. 

Bra. I doubtna but ſhe Il think his title guid, 
When a' comes true he did ſac wiſely read. 

But faith, I fear, forgi e me gin I tell, 
That ye have been this gen'rous De'il yourſell. 

Ja. 1 ſee, my friend, that ye right well can gueſs, 
And that I hinna play'd my part amiſs. 

I'm glad my ſcheme is like to take ſac well, 
And that auld Lucky liften'd to the tale. 

Bra. Like Goſpel, fir, ſhe credits a* ye ſaid, 
And ſays, ſhe's ſure, twill happen as ye read. 

For part, this day, ſhe ſays, has come to paſs, 
O' what ye archly fpaed about the laſs, 

Ja. Ve ſee, then, Branky, ane may ſpae right well, 
Wha iſna juſt in compact wi? the De'il: | 
And tho? nae born wi? the ſecond fight, 

He may, if wyly, ſpae a fortune right. 
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4 . I oz mean you, wha cud better ken, 
How things were gaen' or gueſs how they wad end; 
Ja. And facit is with a' the ſpaeing crew. 
Gin they e er light on ony thing that's true, 
They, firſt, maun learn't, by ſome trick of art, 
Before they enter on the ſpaeing part. | 
Frae neighbous, aft, they weal what truth they tell, 
And, whiles, by cunning, frac weak folks themſell: ? 
Mark:og, wi' care, what anſwers they may hear, 
To wyly queſtions, which they archly ſpeir. 
| Meanwhile they fare them, 1yiy, in the face, 
To ſee what approbation they can trace. 
And guided, thus, by what they hear and ſee, 
| They ken when they may venture on a lie, 
For anes they find they have ae truth expreſt, 
They're ſure to get a' credit for the reſt. 
They, then, at Fortune's happy turns may, gueſs, 
For lies, like that, are never ta'en amiſs. 
Tia, thug, they on the credulous impoſe, 
And, thus, they get the wonders they diſcloſe, 
i From other's ignorence their ſcill they draw, 
| While, to the Devil, fools impute it a”. | 
Bra. In faith, I trow you now, wi' a' my heart, 
Fl Ye ſeem to ken the knack, fir, o' the art. 
Plain country fouks are eaſily outſeen, 
But Book-lcar'd men, like you, ha'e clzarer een. * 


N Yet, for myſell, I never, a' my days, 


Had mickle faith in ſpae- men, or their ſays. 
| | | | | .. Net 
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Nor did I, ever, wi' a ſingle plack; 
E'er croſs the Juive ↄf ony oꝰ the pack. 
Tho' aften blam'd by ſic fos! ſort o? fo'ks, 
Wha lik'd to caſt their filler at the cocks: 
Becauſe, ' wi nae mair rev'rence I behav'd, 
But leugh to ſee them willingly deceiv'd, 
When, round the ingle, in a bourach ſet, 
I've ſeen a dizen fidgin' for their fate; 
And ilk ane's fortune turning up ay grite, 
As he was libral in the reader's mite. 
Fortune ay favouring that fool the molt, 
Wha cold her favours, at the greateſt coſt, 
While a' were, wi tbeir luck, right well content,” 
Nor thought it ill beſtow'd what ap # had ſpent; 
As Laſſes wad be Ladies 0 " firſt rank, Soo 
And Plough- men, in a ſhort, ſet up a Baal. 
But yet, the day, I maun, in conſcience, own, 
1 was ſome doubtfu' o the matter grown: 
When Helen taul' fae mony things a' true, 
That ſhe cud get, but frae ſome Ulf, or you. 

7a. Frae me, ſhe gat' the hale,” and my delign 
Is li ikety, How; to anſwer to my mind, 1 
At Lucky's treatment I'm nae way d: ſpleaſ%; 5 
I had been wrang, had ye been Kinder ul'd, 
For, by this ſcheme,, I hope, ere lang, to prong... 
The force of Beſſy s coullancy and 1.6L 
Her Aunt's refuſal, ſoon, maua reach her ears... 
2 how ſhe likes the news, EIN quickly hear, 
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Bra. I thought that ye had only ſpae'd for ſport, 


But now, I find ye' ve wiſer reaſons for t. 


Vet, what gin, after a' that ye have dane, 


Ye be diſcover'd by ſome grite rich friend, 
Whaſe pride wad never bear that ye ſud wed, 
A Cottage Beauty and a hame-ſpun maid? 
Counſell'd by fic a ane, ye yet mith rue, 
And bid fair Beſs and a' her charms adieu. 
For cuſtom, now o' days, wad ſeem to prove, 
Fouks ought to marry mair for gain than love: 
And ane that's poor is lack'd tho? ne'er ſo guid, 
As poor and rich were no ae fleſh and blood. 
Ja. Whatever notions high-born fools may frame, 
The mould of poor and rich is juſt the ſame, 
No finer blood runs in a Princeſs? veins, | 
Than paints the check of Beſsy of the Plains. 
Nor would I give this Beauty of the Green, 
With all her ſweetneſs, modeſt look, and mien, { 
To be connected with the richeſt Queen ! 
"RN. & MN. &....X; 
Tune, The Miller of Dee. 


HE lad, who gaes courting for greed of the caſh, 
Looking leſs at the laſs than the gold; 
Aft barters his peace ſor a bundle of traſh, 
And I think it but right that he ſhould. 


I'll ne'er gae a wooing for fake of the gear, 
Let the laffie but pleaſe me herſelf; 
I never will flight her, becauſe ſhe is poor, 
And has not a penny of pelt. 
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Nor will I eer think it below me to wed, _— 
When a laſs of true merit I find: K # 
Nor care I farthing- how humble the maid, WL 
If ſhe is but loving and kind. 


| Tho! proud-hearted Coxcombs may ſay it is mean, 
To marry beneath my degree : 

I care not, by ſuch, how my conduct is ſeen, 
It is of no moment to me. 


In chooſing a darling companion for life, 
For myſelf, I'm determin'd to judge; 
And if Iam pleas'd to make Beſsy my wife, 
Who elſe has a title to grudge? 


Bra. Well ha'd ye ſae, for I was erch to tell 
A circumſtance, which, mang the reſt, beſell, | 

As 1 was gaen frae Helen's, by the way, J 
I ſaw the Knight, and wiſh'd him a guid day, 
For you he ſpeir'd ; I thought he nacthing knew, 
And taul' him a' bout Helen, Beſs, and you. 
I ga'e the tale a ſort o' hidden caſt, 
Thinking ye, for my Nephew, wi' him paſt, 
But, in a ſhort, to my nae ſma' ſurprise, 
I fan he kent the Laird, thro” the diſguiſe! 
How ye may like it, fir, I dinna ken. 

7a. The news, my friend, give me no kind of pain, 
By him my Beſſy has been kindly uſ'd, 
And, at her luck, he canna be diſpleaſ'd. 
This day, ſhe tauP me, when we were alane, 
In him, ſhe, lang, has had a worthy friend, 
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= A thonſznd ways, ſhe ſaid, ke hid been 3 
And gi'en her Bcoks, when fhe inclin'd to read: 


To which, ſhe owes thoſe bautics of her mind, 
Which we, but rare, where more expected, find, 
Books are the grand refiners of our taſte, 

Our underſtanding's choice} friends, and beſt. 
They teach us our rude paſſions to controll, 
And nurſe the ſeeds of Virtue, in the ſoul. 
Pleaſure aud profit they, at once, impart, 

And mend'the head, while they improve the heart, 
When vacant hours, to theſe, are wiſely lent, , 
How ſweetly, do we find the moments ſpent ! 
What 'grand advantages from reading flow, 

None, but the happy reliſhers, can know! 


Bra. Well, ſir, gin ye be ready to comply, 
He wants, c'en now, that ye wad gang o'cr by. 
He has ſome news, about the laſs, to tell, 
He'll ge nae ither body but yourſell ; 

And means to pit you on a way to know, 
This night, gin ſhe be worth your love or no. 
Fa. Juil now I'll vifit him, with a' my heart, 


And gladly hear what news he may impart. 


J love a man of ſuch ſuperior worth, 
| Who {miles on merit, careleſs of it's birth, 
| Ott, thro' the want of one fo nobly kind, 
| That flaw'r is loſt, which cheriſh'd, and refin'd, 
Might ſhoot, and ſpread, and bloming bliſs mankind» 
- [ Exeunt, / 
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SCENE IL 


s Helen's dwalling, view it well, 
For it can bide a look, 
Auld Lucky finging, at ber reel, 
Ben, in the Pantry nook. 
Excuſe, for ſbe, a wee, maun ſlack, 
Fuft, as ye beard the reely chick ; 
By ſome wrang cadge ſbe ga'e her hand, 
She's tint her end, and wark maun fland ; 
*Cauſe ſbe's but weak o fight ; 
Till raxing to the chimney-ſtane, 
$he, fbortly, finds twa uſefu" cen, | 
That help to mend her light ; 
Whilk anes adjuſted on her noſe, 
To wark, thus cannily, ſbe goes ; 
Firſt, wvets the pirn, then thum's it round about, 
Tull, wi a prin, ſbe pirles the tint end out, 
A4 tenty draws it looſe, 
Syn, to the reel , anes, tightly tied, 
Down, in the ſole, ſbe lays aſide 
Her een, for after uſe. 
And, now, by cautious turns and flow, 
Anes mair, ſbe gars the reely go. 


S A N G. XI. 


Tune. — Twitiy Tattie, or the Arber March. 


WHO" Boreas, lang, may rudely bla', 


- And hill and dale be clad wi' ſna', 
Yet, gloomy Winter wears awa 


And joyiu' Spring appears 
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Then, Nature, anes mair, ſmiling, 
Uk filly fear beguiling, 
With plenty, crowns the toiling 
Of buſy Induſtry. 


Tho' lang ſhe's bow'd *neath Fortune's blaſt, 
My Beſſy will won up, at laſt, 
My Beſſy, now, wons up, at laſt, 
And happier days appear. 
Soon, ſhall I ſee her ſmiling, 
A' my paſt fears beguiling, 
The thought repays my toiling, 
For her, this mony day. 
This night, Pl! tell a ſtory, 
Will make them blyth and ſorry, 
Will make them blyth and ſorry, 
At the ſtrange turns of Fate! 


While hearing, they ſhall wonder, 


And ca't a wyly blunder, 


But, kent for truth, like thunder, | 
Will ſtrike them wi' amaze, _ 


It, then, will be nae ſpring of wo! 
. he has wedded ane o'er low, 
*Cauſe he has wedded ane o'er low, 
And far beneath his rank. 
Her, ſoon, his equal he ſhall ſee, 4 
And, wi' the tale, delighted he, 


His heart and hand, content, ſhall gi'e, 
And bliſs his happy fate. 


And, when, in wedlock they are join'd, 
May they ilk comfort in it find, _ *þ £38 
May they ilk comfort in it find, | | 
Which e er that ſtate could yield. 

Love 
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Love, wi' their days, increaſing, | | 
Lang may they live, poſſeſſing, 
I joy, and earthly bliſſing, i | 
Kind Heav'n can beſtow! 


O Providence ! now, hear me, | 
And, in the evening, cheer me, 
And, in the evening, cheer me, 
Of my declining age ! 
Thy Goodneſs, then, admiring, | 
To greater joys aſpiring, 
I'll pleas'd, frae life, retiring, 
Ly down amang the Dead! 


Miſſing a fit, upon the outer deer, 
Dory fiytes in, and raiſes up a roar. 
Dor. Whare are ye, oman?—Helen, are ye, here? 
[ Coming ben, 
Hel. She's nae far aff, but what mak's a' the ſteer? 
Dor. Preſerve me! oman, are ye, yet, ſac foo], 
As think o' wark—gae and throw by the reel. 
Leave that to fouks wha ha'e their bread to won, 
Gin ye'd be grite, ye ſudna reel nor ſpia 2 J 
By them, it's thought wark borders on a fin. 
They ſcarce can bear to ha'e it in their ſight. [light. 
Hel. Gae wi' your ſtuff, I think your head's turn'd 
Dor. When Beſs growg Lady, ye may ſpare the 
I'll warran this is for the bridal fark. [wark, . 
Fool wife, to think, when anes ſhe gets a Laird, 
She'll be ſet by wi” ought ye'll ſpin or kard! 


The 
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The Laird ſhe gets, will be but unco? poor, 
Gin he's nae fit to gi'e her better gear, 
In filks and ſattins, he will gar her ſhine, 

And gre her ſhifts made o' the Holland fine. 
Like ither Ladies, in her bra's ſhe'll ſail, + 
38 And be new moulded ſae, baith head and tail, 

She'll nae be kent, by auld acquaintance, more, 
Nor, ablins, ken them, as ſhe did afore. 
Hel Na, Theodore, I hope nae change of ſtate, 
Will e' er make Beſs her former friends forget. 
She has mair ſenſe ; I hinna ony fear, 
She'lle'er ſlight auld acquaintance, *cauſe they're poor, 
That's but the caſe, when fools to fortunes riſe, 
Lefs bliſs'd wi' ſenſe, than thoſe whom they * 
But ane of ſenſe, who riſes to be great, 
Will ſtill regard thoſe of leſs happy fate: 
Mindfu' that a” are, equally, the care, 
Of that kind Providence, which plac'd them, there; 
Which raiſes ane, and lats anither fa”, 
Yet, in it's aims, fill kind alike to a'. 
. Wha wad be proud of ony happy caſt, 
A moment brings, and may as quickly blaſt ! 
'Tho? new the ſun, in glory, ſhining bright, 
Makes Nature ſmile, wi? his all cheering light, 
Wha kens, tho”, now, the ſky appears ſerene, 
How ſaon a cloud may darken a' the ſcene ? 
Dor. Guid ſafe me, Helen ! but I wonder ſair, 
FTbat ane, like you, wha has nae common ſhare, 
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Of wit and ſenſe, ſud yet ſac fooliſh be, 
As liſten to a tale ſac like a lie. 
Beſs get a Laird ! I laugh, troth, in my ſleeve, 
To think ye ſud ſac ſtrange a tale believe. 

Hel. Ye a' may laugh, ſince laughing does nae ill, 
She'll get the Laird, and ye may laugh your fill. 

Dor. Well, gin ſhe get him, lat it &en be ſac, 
At Beſſy's luck, I'm ſure, I'll no be wae, : 
Pe be as blyth as Helen, on that day. 
Gin bra' rich Ladies meet wi ſuch negleR, 
And ſhe fic luck, it's mair than I expect, i 
It wad be ſtrange, ſud fic grite things appear, 
In days, when fouks rin wid on Warlds-gear. 
The laſs is bonny, arid, nae doubt, ſhe's guid, 
But nowther rich, nor come o' gentle blood. 

Hel. Be at ſhe like, that s nowther here, nor there, 
Sud Ladies want, a Laird will be her ſhare. 
Ye're a' niſ-wiſe, but ere ye ſleep, this nizht, 
Yell, maybe, ſee wha's far'eſt in the right, 
Fouks will turn Lairds, mayhap, ye thinkna o', 
Wha, like my Beſſy, look, een now, but low. 
And as grite ferlies, ablins, ſome ha'e ſeen, . 
As ſhe turn Lady, ere the night be dane. 

Dor. Gin e' er fic wonders fall be brought to light, 
Nane will be mair delighted wi' the ſight. 
Seeing's believing, a' the Warld allow, | 
And great will be my joy your tale prove true. 

K But 
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But how will Branky's Nephew like the ſhow, 
Or Beſs herſell, gin baith maun tyn their Jo? 
Hel. What is to fa“ will neither o' them ſkaith, 
But, in the end, turn ont to pleaſe them baith. 
Tho? now, for reaſons guid, I ſhift his claim, 
While he inclines to gae by fic a name : 
Ere lang ye'll ye ſce, gin ye in health be ſpar'd, 
This Branky's Nephew ſtart into a Laird. | 
Dor. For Guid's cauſe, Helen, will ye a' explain, 
Or yell gae near to turn me in the brain! 
O dinna round about your ſtory hint, 
For, now, I doubt there's mair than nonſenſe in't ! 
Hel. I wadna care, but ye maun hool frac a', 
Whate'er I tell ye now, atwiſh us twa, 
Dor. Ye necdna fear, by me it's neꝰ er be taul, 
What ye diſcloſe ; I'll keep it like my ſaul. 
Hel. Then liſten, and ye ilka thing fall hear, 
As far as I can lippen to your ear. 
Ae afternoon, a little while ſinſyne, 
I hope, wi' joy, I'll ay that day remind. 
A heavy ſhow*c came pouring frac a cloud, 7 


Blue lightening flaſh'd, and thunder rumbl'd loud, 
Wi' fearfu' din, amang the hills and wood. 
When, frac the bracs, a“ wet and out o' breath, 
A bra” young lad came rinning thro' the heath, 
Wi' dog aud gun, and as luck ſair'd, was fain, 
Within my Cruive, to ſhelter frac the rain. 


When 
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When he was ſet, I ga'e the fire a ſtir, 
And Beſſy ran and brought ſome whins, wi' vir, 
Frae out the nook, and made a hearty bleeze, ö 
To dry his claes and gar lim fit at eaſe. 
He ſaid; he had been in the Hill a* day, 
And ſeem'd quite faiht and weary wiꝰ the play. 
Says I, to Beſs, I think y better try, 
Gin he wad drink ſome milk new frae the ky. 
Meanwhile, in haſte, I laid upou the board, 
Some cruds and ream, the beſt I cud afford. 
Says he, I bluſh ye ſad ſic trouble take, 
I wis', ſays I, twere better for your ſake : 
We ha'e-but little ſit for gueſts like yon, 
But fic's we ha'e, we mak? you welcome to. 
He thank'd us, very kindly, for our care, 
And ſaid a King mith feaſt upon fic fare: 
But, as he never lik'd to ſup, alane, 
He ſmil d, and begg'd that Beſs wad tak» a ſpoon. 
She thank'd him for the complement he meant, 
And, after ſome intreaty, bluſh'd conſent. 
Nor wad he taſte, but loot his cutty lie, 
Till ſhe agreed, at leaſt, to ſhaw the way; 
Syn rooſ'd my cruds, and faid, to eek my praiſe, 
Re ne' er had feaſted better, 2 his Cays. 
Dor. Gin ye was able to kæep down your pride, 
It's ſomething ſtrange, that ſpeech” was ſair to bide! 
Hel. I'm glad, ſays I, ye think the feat To good; 
But well kent I, what feaſt was underſtood. 
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I thought it plain, frae what I'd heard and ſeen; 
It waſna juſt the cruds that he cud mean. | 
It wad be vain to tell you a' he ſaid, 

Or ha'f the complements, to Beſs, he paid. 

It lang was fair, afore he thought o' ga'en, 

And gayly on to evening now was drawn. 

When up he raiſe, to mak” a lang tale ſhort, 

And bade's guid night, but ſeem'd right ſorry for't, 

Clapping her ſhou'der as he left the door, 

He ſaid, he ne'er ſaw Beſſy's mak” before 

And that, gin e'er they chanc'd to meet again, 

She 'mith ha'e cauſe to thank the ſhow'r o rain. 

And now, ere lang, I hope it will be true, | 

In Branky's Nephew, I this youth can view. 

As ſoon as, firſt, I ſaw him in this place, 

For a' his ſtrange diſguiſe, I kent the face. 
Dor. O how my heart's delighted wi' the tale! 
Hel. Ye'll like it better, anes ye kent the hale. 

But iſna't ſtrange that Beſſy ſudna ſee, 

Een in her lover, what is ſeen by me? 

But ſhe, poor laſs, when firlt acquaint, was ſhy ; 

Nor &er, without a bluſh, cud look his way. 

Ay ſure, whene'er ſhe did, to meet his een, 

When I mith looked, ha'f an hour, unſeen. 

Dor. But diſna Beſſy, yet, ſome notion ha'e, 

How things are ga'en, or how the're like to gae? 
Hel. Nae e'en the leaſt, as yet ſhe diſna know, 

How I us'd Branky and refus'd her Jo. 


Dor. 


1 


Some lucky turn was nae juſt far awa. 


1 
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Dor. But, * did ye't, oman, lat me hear? 
To ken the Laird, and flight him, troth was quear, 
Hel. I ha'e dane naething but by guid advice, 
And what the Knight confiders fit and wiſe. 
Wha was it, think ye, did ſae ſlyly tell, 
My Beſſy's fortune, but the lad himſell? 
Sane after, ſhe gae'd hame to ſair the Knight, 
Ae evening, juſt bout dwauming o' the light; 
As 1 was fitting in the houſe, alane, | 
An auld-like Carle fleppit in, bedeen, 
A hat fair ſloutch'd, and wi' a gartan tied. 
Aneath his chin, ſair'd a' his face to hide, 
Except his beard, which was baith ſleek, and lang, 
And like a gcat's, maiſt to his breaſt, it hang. 
About his ſhou*ders was a duddy cloak, 
And, in his hand, a knotted branch of oak. 
Goodwife, he ſays, I fain wad reſt a while, 
I'm wearied fair, tho? I've ſcarce gane a mile. 
I've ſeen the day, but my beſt days are o'er, 
I wadna been ſac wearicd wi' a ſcore ! 
Auld joints, ſays he, are ſtiffer than the green, 
And need a reſt; ſays I, ye're welcome fiiend. 
When he was ſet, and after ſome ſhort crack, 
He ſlyly looſt me ken he had a knack, 
At reading fortunes, and that he wad ſpae 
Mine tightly to me, ere that he ſud gae, 
For, in my face, he ſaid, he clearly ſaw, 
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© Syn taul' me mony things he brawly kent, 

And, wi' the reſt, ga'e me this wyly hint; 
That, gin I didna Branky's friend diſcard, 
I, ablins, mith gar Beſſy loſe the Laird: 
Dor. But, what way was it, Helen can ye tell, 
That ve diſcover'd'twas the lad himſell ? 
When he was ſac diſguis'd a' round about, 
I ferly how ye ever fan that out. 

Hel. When.ga'en he chanc'd to lat a Letter fa', 

Which loot me ken, it was young $SETON-HA', 
Syn IJ, directly, gae d aud taul the Knight, 
Wha kindly tell'd me how to manage right. 
And ſaid ke had obſerv'd the lad afore, 
Right thrang wi' Beſſy, ae niglit, in the door; 
And, wha it was, he eaſily cud ſee, | 
But thoughtna fit to mention that to me; 
Till his intentions he cud rightly trace, 
Or time throw far er light upon the caſe. 
dae, now my pirn is out, gin ye'll ſtep ben, 
I'll, maybe, greater ferlies yet explain. 
And ye ſall get a drink o' my beſt ale, 
In caſe ye're dry, ere I ha'e dane my tale. 
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The Knight's lang Ha, 
A round the , 258 

1a brighteftcolours dreſſt, 
His grand Forbears, 
Wha, mony years, 

Themfells habe been a? reſt 

Ye, Bere, fo vive, 
Te'd think they live, 
And, ſmiling, ſeem to ſhare, 

In bis flrange trick, 
To raiſe Auld Nick, | q 


— 


And gie fly Ned a ſtare. 


UCH baſe reproaches, it were hard to bear, | 
Which mult to Innocence give pain to hear; 


Ke. 8 


And from whatever cauſe it may proceed, 
Nought can excuſe the blackneſs of the deed. 
Whoc'er the conduct of the Fair would tain, 
Should be excluded from the rank of men : 
Whoſe duty ' tis, to guard their weaker form, 
From ev'ry danger, and rude threat' ning ſtorm 
And tis his honour, and his duty too, 
To give ſuch wretches up to contempt due, 
Who daring, thus, fair Woman to defame, 
Prove foes to Virtue and their Sexe's ſhame, 
Y hat 


- — —ñ p : — 
- 


; nr AND BESS, 
; What art I have, that art I mean to try, 
And hope to ſhow the author of this lie, 
But, it were better, that he had reveal'd 
This of himſelf, which canna be conceal'd. 
For I ſhall, quickly, make ſome ane appear, 
Wha will the tory, in a hurry, clear. 
But what's the matter, Ned, ye tremble ſac ? 
| Ned. God bliſs your Honour, gin ye'd lat me ga'e ! 
; Gin ye ſud raiſe the De'il, ere I depart, 
I'm very ſear the ſight will flit my heart! 
I never fall do guid ahin the fright, 
Gin I be forc'd to bide the ugſome ſight! 

Kn. He'll get nae pow'r but o'er the guilty mind, 
For a' beſide, will to the fight be blind: 

Hlel. Gin Ned has dane nae ill, he needſna fear, 
Tho' a' the De'ils in Hell ſud now appear. 

Ned. Ay, ay, nae doubt, but wha cud be ſae baul, 
As ſay he ne'er did ought to harm his ſaul? | 
1 ha'e my fau'ts, there's few can ſay they're free, 

I! And hinna err'd, ſometimes, as well as me ! þ 
| Ku. That a' are ſinners, Ned, we maun agree. 

| Nor, is our charity ſac freely ſma', 

At think that ye're the greateſt ef us a'. 

| Ye needna fear, ye have nae cauſe of dread, 

| Unleſs ye have been guilty of this deed. 

| A' dther fau'ts will paſs unnotic'd now, 
But he, wha has done this, may chance to rue. 
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* Nane here maun ſtir; hut let my ſpells proceed, 
On names of fame I call, and folks lang dead. 

Great Don 8 De La Mancha, 

With thy truſty Sancho Pancha ! 

Quick, my ſummons now obey, 

And ſeek thoſe ſeenes excluding day, 
Where conſtant night, and horror dwells, 

1 | And guilty fouls, in burning cells, 

Forever oti their torments cry, 

Gnaw'd by the worm which ne'er will die! 
Where gnafhing teeth, and endleſs weeping; 
Pre vent the ſufferers from ſleeping, 

And feeling ſtill increafe of pains, 

Grin deep, and clank their burning chains! 
Where Pluto, on his fiery throne: 
With h-trid pleafure, mocks each groan'; ' 

, 4 Darting freſh torments from his eyes, 

Whillt, round him, flames ſu'phureous riſe; 
By which, to ev'ry guilty Shade, 


Increaſe of torture is convey'd; E F 
And, o'er the gloomy manſions, greater 14 
horror ſpread ! 4 
Go, mighty Don, and quickly bring, 
0 Jo Earth, this dread infernal King! 


And, for his trouble, he ſhall have, 
The-yrretch as a perpetual ſlave; 
Who, daring ſuch baſe lies to tell, 
Betrays a ſpirit fit for Hell! 


[Stopping a lu. 
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I find my call has reach'd his ear, 
And, ſoon, his Highneſs will appear! 
© Theſe flames declare he is at hand, 
And, thus, I give him the command ! 
ALDIBARONTIPHOSCOPHORNI1O PLY, 
Seize, as thy prey, the author of this lie! 


Branly, now, tal had o' Ned, 


Ji like to ſa for fear; = 
Wien, he cries to the Knight to red. 
Thinking the De'il ver near, 


Ned. Help, help, I find he has me in his claws, 
O lay him, lay him, fir, for ony's cauſe ; 

And [I'll coafeſs, and play fic tricks nae mair. 
Bra. Itrow, friend Ned, yourheart deere. 
- Geo. Gin he's the author of this lie, De'il care · 

Kn. Are ye the man ! It's well ye taul' in time, 
 Elfe ye had ſuffer'd deeply for the crime. 
But, as it's in my pow'r, I now prevent 

The fate deſerv'd, and hope ye will repent. 
Spirit retire to ſhades of night, 
| 4 _ - Since all, without your aid, is right. 
Geo. That is o'er kind but tho? he paſs een now, 
The De'il will get him yet, or tyn his due, 
Hel. Keep ye yourclack, ye rattle-headed afs, 


. 


It's nae your part fic ſentences to paſs, 
Gin ye, to Beſs, bad had a heart ha'f lee), 
To trow lic tales, 7 e ne%er had been ſo fool. 
Le ſud be punti“ juſt as ſair as he. 
| | Geo» 
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Geo. Ion my fau't, but gin ſhe will forgi'e, 
I'll tak' her by the hand afore the Pi ieſt, 
And-ne'er again fall be ſo big a beaſt, 

An. I fear that offer, George, now winna do, 
But I ſud leave the anſwer, Beſs, to you. 

Hel. For a' my love, ere fic a thing ſud be, 
Her, in her winding ſheet, I'd rather ſee, 0 

Beſs. Gin that's your mind, we winna diſagree. J 
I freely can forgi'e him the offence, 
But when I wed, I'll wed a lad o ſenſe. 

Nu. That's rightly ſaid—George, ye are much to 
And well deſerve to loſe your former claim. (blame, 
Ne'er truſt a tale, which envious tongues may raiſe, 
Or credit ought that's to a laſs diſpraife : 

But let this loſs, in future, make you wiſe. 

Geo. And ſae it may, I've tint o'er guid a prize, 
Wae to you Ned, I will repent it ay, 

I lootna Simon brak' your banes the day 
To gar me think ye was my deareſt friend, 
And be at heart my foe, when a? was dane. 

Ned. O Geordy, Geordy—am I really here ! 

Geo. I'm wae ye are, ye baſe confounded liar. 

Ned. Am I alive, and do I ſee you yet! 

Geo. Ay, and ſud fin' me too, gin I durſt hit, 

An. Beware of that, tho' there were no ret 
Or elſe your folly ye may yet repent. 

PI judge if farther puniſhment be fit, 
Gui Edward anes had gather'd a“ li wit 


en 
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Nez. O fir, I'm ſear I'll never be myſell! 

Was ever ane ſo near the brink o' Hell, 

And yet eſcape !—T'ſe never, a* my life, 

Gae fic a length, tho? I ſud want a wife. 

O fir, forgi'e.! I had nae war defign, 

But, by the trick, to ſtri re to mak' her mine, 
And tho” I uſ'd, wr rudeneſs, your good name, 
J kent my word cud never hurt your fame: 

But thought your goodneſs, gin it ſad ſucceed, 

Mith pardon me the baſeneſs of the deed. 

Kn. Howcudyou think, to*ſcape the vengeancedue, 

Or that ſuch crimes cud be conceal'd from view? 

Thro' Love's and Friendſhip's ſtricteſt ties to brake, 

Muſt the juſt wrath of Providence awake: 

Who, wiſely, brings ſuch wickedneſs to light, 

To make us look, with horror, on the fight ; 

And ſhow ſuch deeds, tho? hid to us they ly, 

Are ne'er conceal'd from his all-ſeeing eye! 

Edwar., your fault is of no common kind, 

And ſhows a firange depr: wity of mind. 

The ſcape, you've made, is mair than ye deſerve, 
But let it as a warning to you ſerve: ' 1 
And ne'er, again, provoke the wrath of Heaven, 

And ye may hope, this anes, to be forgiven. 
Tet honeſty your ſma'eſt actions guide, 

| And, aboon a', in Love it ſhould preſide. 

ed. O fir, as lang's J ever live or breathe, 
I ne er ſalldo a living creature Gaith ! 
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" Xn. Well, be it ſo.— the paſt ſhall, be Fake 
And, Beſs, I hope, ye now forgive the plot ? 

Beſe. Wi' a' my heart. proud, in my humble late, 
To follow the example which ye ſet, 

Geo. I'm ſear tho? Beſs, ye never will agree | 
To marry Ned, when ye have ſighted me! 

Beſs. Gin that can pleaſe, alike I fight you baith, 
To wed with either, I'd be very laith. 

Omnes. "Where's few, wethink, can blame you ſair for 
Baith ha'e * guilty of o'er grite a fau't. [that 
Bra. But, there's a lad, that I wad fain propoſe, 

I hope mair worthy o' her love than thoſe, 

Nor do I think, gin 1 hve ony gueſs, 

She'll tak' my offer ony way amiſs. 

What ſay you, Beſs ? How wad ye like my friend ? f 
An. Is this your Nephew, Branky, that ye mean? 
Bra. The ſame, an' like your Honour to approve ; 


Wi' Beſs, he's freely o'er the lugs in love. 
Since e er he ſaw her, he nae reſt can find, 
Nor is ſhe ever abſent frae his mind. 

Bout naething ither maiſt he thinks or r ſpeaks, 
But making ballats on her roſy cheeks, 
Her ſparkling een, or her ſaft flowing hair, | 
And ſwears nae face was ever ha'f ſo fair. 

A' day he cracks about her ia this ſtrain, 
And ſyn, at night, dreams a'thing o'er again, 
And gin ſhe diſna bear him ſome regard, 

I'll fay the love, atweea them, is ill ſhar'd. 
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Kn. To ane, whoſe heart, with ſo much warmneſs 
It wad be hard, gin ſhe nae pity ſhows.. (glows, 
I hope their breaſts with equal wiſhes burn, 

Such love, I think, deſerves to meet return. 
Bra. I thank your Honour, that was kindly ſaid, 
Lu. Beſs dinua bluſh, but ſpeak, nor be afraid. 
If he's agreeable, ye needna fear, 
To lat the love, he merits now appear. 
' Yet, tho' I think ye canna well deſpiſe, 
Let Love alane direct you in the choice. 
My thoughts I only mention, as a friend, 
-Fwou'd be nane, ſhould I to more pretend. 
It is your right, and now ſhou'd be your part, 
To liſten to the diQtates of your heart. ; 
Peſe. Encouraged by your Honour, ever kind, 
It is my duty to declare my mind; | | 
Nor of the lad need I think ony ſhame, 
Or bluſh to own I feel an honeſt flame. 
Bra. That ſpeech mithclaw the billy's back I'm ſear, 
I wonder he's ſae lang o' coming here. 
Ku. I think 1 bade you bring the lad alang— 
Bra. I taul' him, fir, but then he wadna gang. 
Ile is ſae nice, and ay maun be ſo ſpruſh ; 
That he ran hame to gi'e his clacs a bruſh. 

He ſaid he cudna think to ſee the Knight, 

Till he ſud mak himſell mair ſnod and tight, © 
But he'll be here, I'm ſear he wadna bide, 


Gin he but kent what's likely to betide. 
2 | 3 But 


JAMIE AND BESS 79. 


But what, now, to the match does Helen ſay ?' 
We eudia juſt agree upon't, the day. 

Beſt. Naething ſeems wanting, but her ki adconſküt, 1 
To bliſs my choice, and gi'e me full content. 


Hel. Lm ſorry, then, that I maun diſapprove 
Of ane, for whom ye ſeem to bear ſic love. 
Nor can I now, without ſincere regrete, 
geek to oppoſe the ſeeming will of Fate. 

But, for the beſt of reaſons, I de ny, 
Nor, wi” that bargain, think I'll e' er comply. 

The lad, tho! guid enough, maun better be, | 
Ere I can freely to the match agree. { 
Bee. I thought it mair than ye'd expect to me. 

I ftrange to hear ye ſpeak in fic a ſtilg, 
Gin ye can be in earneſt a' the while, 

Hel. To a', nae doubt, who now are ſtanding here, 

My conduct may, in fic ſtrange light appear. 
Nor do I wonder they, as well as you, 

Sud o' this matter ha'e the ſame falſe view; 
And think what difPrence, they are ſit to ſpy, 

Can, only, in this youngman's favour, ly. * 
But better than they a' I ken your worth. | 
Beſc. I m neither rich, nor yet o' gentle birth. 

Speak out, and eaſe my breaſt of anxious pain. 

Ku. Helen, it's fair ye make your reaſons plain, 
Whate er they be, it s it they get a name, 

Ere either party quit ſae guid a claim, 

Hel. That ſhe's nae rich is ſure o'er true, indeed, 

But it's as true » ſhe 1s of gentle blood. 


And 
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And, wanting caſh, wha gets her, tho? a Laird, 
May bliſs his ſtays, and think himſell well ſair'd. 
Best. Aunt I'm aſham'd, a' n: wmaunthink you hitel 
Ku. Have ye no whiſhes, Beſſy, to be grite? | 
Beſs. I ne'er bad ony wiſhes; fir, fo vin; 
Nor e' er did on my humble lot complain. | 
Since eber I cud of happineſs partake, 

Me happicr than I've been nae with cud make, 
Unleſs my Jamie, he's my only care, 

For him alane I wiſh, and naething mair. 

And were e' en grandeur now within my pow'r, 

So that a wiſh cud the rich prize ſecure, 

If, on the change, wi” Jamie I boot part, 

I'd tare the thought, wi' plcaſure, frae my heart. 


JA enters in his own Charafier of $ETON-HA'; 
| in a hunting dreſs. 
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Seton. In me, behold that happy youth, ſweet maid, 
Who heard, with rapture, a' ye've kindly ſaid. 
I hope you winna love your Jamie leſs, 
Tho? he has now put on a former dreſs, 
Yell now remind the happy ſhow'r of rain, 
And what I promiſ'd, ſhould we meet again. 
Aunty, I hope now, winna diſagree, 
And what ye arena, ye ſhall ſhortly be. 
Beſs. 1 have nae words 

Dor. | I ſear the laſs will fwoon! 

Beli. Some ane ſupport me ! or Fi:.crap dead down 


Scion. 


. 
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Set. That charge be mine—here, on my boſom, lean: 
No ſweeter armsfu' was ever ſeen ! | . 
3 While thus I preſs thee, and thy thouſand charms, 
I fold a Paradiſe within my arms/! 
This tempeſt of the ſoul will ſoon wear o'er, 
And Beſſy ſmile, and bliſs me, as before. 
| Beſs. Fain wad | ſpeak, but kenua what to ſay, 
This bliſt ſurprize bears a' my ſenſe away. 
Seton. Look on thy Jamie, and compoſe thy mind , 
Beſs. I ſee, I ſee, none elſe cud be fo kind! 
I. darena doubt, and yet I ſomething fear. 
Seton. There is no cauſe T hope, when he's ſo near. 
Beſs. Delightfu* man can ane ſo highly bora, 
Look upon me, and yet nae look wi” ſcorn ! 
Seton. What eye could ſcorn, that half thy charms | 
What heart but muſt to ſo much beauty yield! [beheld ! 
Nor is thy form polluted by thy mind. 
For both alike are matchleſs and reſin d 
Beſs. I thought my Jamie ay o'er guid for me: 


Seton. In that alane,may we ay diſagree. 
How will ſuch ſweetneſs ſnooth the cares of life, . 
When Pm ſo happy as can call thee wife ! ' 


Beſs. Too generous man ! ye force my hopes to riſe ! 
O that the World cud but approve your choice! 
O that my Aunty's tale kad been but true, 
Tho' nought cud ever make me merit you. 
woont Put, if that love can anſwer for a name, 
Gown! Your happineſs ſhall be my conſtant aim. | oF 
Scion. U M 
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Fuel. Ve needna bluſh, for I ha'e taul' nae lie, 
Gin nae fo rich, ye're as high- born as he. 

Ln. Belen take care, for that ſure canna be. 
Hel. An' like your Honour, fra at, it's very true, 
Tho? yell excuſe, I ne'er tauP this to you. | 

For, gin I c'er had truſted it wr ane, 
It had been you, who ay was ſic a friend. 
I hope ſhe'll nac be thought lefs worth his love, 
That I can Beſs his blood - relation prove. 
And had the Sun that raiſe ay ſhone as fair, 
She mith ha'e been mair worthy o' Ins care. 
Ones, Speak, Helen, ſpeak whate'er ye ha'e to ſay; 
For we cen credit ony thing the day! 
Seton. Ay ſpeak, and quickly, I'm in pain to hear: 
Hel. Whatc'er I ſay, this Writing will make clear. 


' Taking a Letter from her 
1 and giving to Seton- ha. | 
Tho? clouds ha'e lang obſcur'd her hapleſs fate, 
Ye but enjoy what ſud be her Eftate. | 
Lat never ane 'gainſt Providence complain, 
Since ſhe, anes mair, is like to get her ain! 
Seton. Good Neaven i the name my hapleſs Couſin 
Oft, have 1 wept at his hard fate before! (Lore ! 
Part of yc ur tale I do already ken, | 
And, what I diuna, hope ye can explain. 
Shall I, as on his daughter, look on Beſs ? 
Hel. Ye way, for I can prove ſhe is nac leſs. _ 
55 . Seton. 
| 
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Seton. As ſuch, let me embrace her, then, once: more; 
| _ n! racing. 


Tho' 8 can make thee dearer than before. : 

Omnet. Helen, gae on, we = are ſid ging fain main. | 
Seton. How came ſhe here? let now nac doubt re- 
Hel. That” ye ſhall ken, but firt, 1 mann diſcloſe 

What nane, except yourſell, that's preſent Knows. 

Her Father ſad ha'e been your Uncle's heir, 2 

But that his pride was hurt by an 2 Hair, 

Sie as the preſent was jull like to be, 

*Cauſe he had wedded, under his degree, 

A laſs of beauty, and of ſo much worth, 

Inferior to nane, except in birth. 

Vet a', but for the malice of a friend, Y 

Had, till the uncle's death, a ſecret been; 

Which happen'd ſoon, but nac *till ra ge prevail'd, 

And, in his lateſt Will, their ruin ſeal'd. 

To you he left his fortune, then a child, 

And a' their hopes thus cruelly beguil'd, 

A' now was dark, they kentna where to Hs 

And baith ſeem'd born to a World of wo ! 

At laſt reſvly'd, to toreign{hores he hied, 4 

To ſeck that fortune, his ain hame denied, 

Aud left, wi” deepeſt ſorrow and regrete, 

His wife and | Beis to ſhare my humble fate. 

Uukent to a“, and wi' the ſakeleſs two, 


Ac night 11 Da de the C1 rue! Place adieu; 5 
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And 3 this land, where Theodore's laſt wiſe, 

Ny only ſiſter, Iiv'd and ſpent ker life. 

Wi' her kind help, we ga'e the tale a caſt, 

And Belſy's mother for our ſiſter paſt. 

| Nae Theodore that kent it was a lie, 

| We ſkinn'd the ſtory ſae *twiſh her and me. 

Der. Ay true's that tale, for till this very day, 

I never kent ae ſyllable ye fay ! 

43 Feten. What then befell the Mother? hapleſs fair! 
Hel. With me ſhe ſpent ſome years of grief and care; 

But hearing nothing from the youth ſhe lov'd, 

ler anxious fears o'er heavy for her prov'd; 

She bliſs'd ker child, then ſmil-d and welcom'd death, 
Put ere ſhe yielded up her lateſt breath, 

Enjoin'd me cloſeſt ſecrecy to keep, 

And lat the ſtory, in my boſom, ſleep; 

Till Fortune, if it ever was ſo kind, 

Should mak” her child, anes mair, a Father find. 
She thought, that ſud he ne'er return again, 

To ken her birth, mith only gi'e her pain; 

Or gar her murmur at the lot decreed, 

But, now, the tale may help to raiſe her head, 
De. Tho" great my loſs, that loſs I never knew, 
The want ſo kindiy was ſupplied by you, (aid, 

&:7on. "I'wes kind, indeed, to give ſuch generous 
And J may hope to ſee you well repaid, . 
[To Helen. 
Whatever 


* — 1 ——_— = a A. 
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Whatever bliſs attends me and the-Fair, 

With us ye' live, and kindly take a ſhare. 
And Branky, you, who ay have ſtood my friend, 
Maun as our frequent viſitant be ſeen. 

Simon and Kattie too, I muſt regard, 
And, at a proper ſeaſon, will reward. 

A double wedding we ſhall ſhortly ha'e, 

And baith receive our Beautics on one day. 
Where, a' now here, maun on our joys attend, 
And ilk ane be made welcome as a friend. 

Kn. And ye'll allow that I fit out the Bride, 
And ftand, that day, as Father by her ſide. 
When, tho? nae dow'r ſuch beauty ſeems to want, 
I well can ſpare, and will, with pleaſure, grant 
Such little preſent, as ſome uſe may ſair, 


And ſhow my approbation of the pair. 
Seton. Words are too weak to tell how much we owe, 
Buch goodneſs ne'er can meet reward below 
Kn. My full reward will in the pleaſure ly. 


Setcn, III fay no more, ſuch kindneſs mocks reply! 


Hel. As ye've ſac kindly credited the paſt, 
Of a' my ferlics, hear the greateſt laſt. 
My lang loſt foſter-bairn I'll ſhortly ſee, 
And Beily, in a Father, happy be; 
Who will ilk friend, in a fit manner, thank, 
And gi'e her fortune equal to her rank. 
emncs. Can it be poſſible what now we hear! . 
Hela 2 up their hands» 
Hal. 


"JAMIE AND BTS 8. 


l Thank God ! the happy truth will ſoon han 

If ye n witneſs of the truth demand, 

I hope I'll ſhortly ha'e tim at your hahd. 

As I came here, the news were brought to me, 
And made me juft as blyth as blyth cud be. 
This day, he landed ſafe, at Aberdeen, 

And, by my elder Brother, he was ſeen : 
Who came, expreſs, the happy news to tell, 
And ſays he, ſhortly, will be here himſell. 
This night, he bade me look for his approach, 
Attended by black ſervants, in a coach. 

Nor wad he ſtay to tell me ony mair, 

But ſpurr'd his horſe, and like a bird in air, 

| Flew aff to meet him, and condut him here, 
And, by this time, I hope, they will be near, 
Till now, I ſmoar'd my joy within my breaft, 
Cauſe the beſt dith ſud ay conclude the feaſt. 

Seton. Smile now, ſweet maid, and let us yet em. 
Is it by tears, that ye your joy expreſs! [ brace. 

'Bzfſe. I'm doubly bliſf'd! I ſhall a Father find, 
Fit to reward thy too, too generous mind! 
| My j joy is great, but ſtill a Mother's wo, 

Maun touch my heart, and force a tear to flow ! 

An. Let joy prevail, her ſorrows now are Oer; 
And Fate's rude ſting can wound her peace no more] 
To her that bliſs, which was on Earth denied, 

In pureſt ſtreams, is now by Heav'n, {upplied- !- 
Whate'er 
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Wuate'er befalls, let all ſtill put their truſt," 
In Him, whoſe ways, tho” dark, are ever juft ! | 
A truth this day's occurrence ſerves to prove, 7 | 
In this ſtrange inſtance of your happy love! 
Seton. Happy indeed! 
Omnes. Lang may your joys laſt, 
And ilka day prove happier than the paſt! 


A 


Tune. Etriol Banks. 
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M V no remembrance of the paſt, 
The riſing buds of pleaſure blaſt ; 

But pareſt bliſs attend the Pair, 

Untinctur'd with the gall of care! 


SET . 


Soon as the nuptial knot is tied, 
Let ev'ry painful thought ſubſide; 


Be 38 5. 


May this blyth night our ſorows end, 
And Fortune, henceforth, prove our friend? | 


K NI Our. 


May e v'ry gen' rous lover find 
His darling fair, like Beſſy, kind; 
And ever meet the due reward, 
Of a an unſeign'd and pure regard! 
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What heart! but will, with rapture, join 
To ſupplicate the Power Divine! 
Which ſends ſuch bliſſings from above, 
As the reward of gen'rous love? 


[Exeurt Omer, 


They now retire, ye ſee the curtain fi, 
And as ye ve, kindly, flay'd the end of a, 
T gi's you thanks, and leave, now, to withdraw, 
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Written by Mr. SUTWSRLAND, 


And ſpoken by Mis. Hamiiron. 


LL trembling and ſhaking within fits the Bard, 
Who waits with impacience your fiat's award; 
On his Pegaſus mounted, ne ainaled along, 
In paſtoral verſe, and melliuuous ſoag ; 
His thoughts all ew1pioy'd oa his Jamie and Beſt, 
And conceiving the tranſport, if crown'd with ſucceſs ; 
But alas / if awak'd from his lumber, diſmay'd, 
He ſhould find his young Peg prove a tickliſh ja de, 
And tumble poor author clean do +n in the dirt, 
Remember, he's /-me, and may eaſy get hurt. 
Conſider his caſe then, and his ſpirits bear up, 
You ſee he's got one foo nitch'd into the ſtirrupʒ 
R verſe but the ſcene, ſead your ſunſhine abroad, 
H' pleaſantly amble, your ſiniles chear the road; 
Tho? bumble his proſpects, his means tho* not mach, 
You'll hear him ſing well both of you arid hiserutch, 
Oh! give him your plaudits; the joy, 'twill afford, 
Mut be paſt expreſſion— / with Han · Accord. 


® The Aberdeen Molto. 
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2 es. 28 92 following Alirefs ts bis Cru "wy W., 
1 i 11 fung by Mrs Haix ron. ' 
4 LYTH day I have ſcen, ; 5 
| | Ol had they ſtill been, | | 
1 I ne'er would have made a companion of thees 
© But ſince they are gane, g | 
It's vain to com plain, 
* We re wedded, fear, and had beſt now agree ! | 
+ All wetkeds l' ve try'd, b 
| To lay thee aſ.de, ! 
| Eiploy'd phyſicians, and paid them their fee, 1 
They did what they cou'd, | 
Alas; 'twas no good, | 1 
And thou art the only relief left for me! . 1 
8 j 
To ikee more | owe, F 
. | Than any below, - 
My faithful ſuxporter whenever I pleaſe ; F 
Without v heſe kind aid, 
| Adieu to all trade, 
And Ilave no fortune to Keep me at caſe! F 
| | IV. IS 
Then, let me embrace thee, | J 
Contented careſs thee, 0 


Te 


Whilſt, under ry arm, I now preſs thee, thus kind; 
Sure I car not de les, 
Thou'rtwy friend in diſtreſs, 

And that is far better than ten in [unſbins! 


For the muſic of this Addreſs, fee Forty Pieces of muſie 
taicribed to the Right Hen. David Eatl of Buchan, 
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zs occur in the, Piece. 9 Y 
BLINS, maybe, no doubt. Lack, tv ft be. = 
Browdent on the laſs, Liehtlie, ſlight. —_— 
deeply in love toith her. Leiſom warm, ſultry, —_— 
Bedeen, directly, inflantly or Loo'd, loved. 42 
immediately. Mirky. beating j joy, mirtbfub, KC... 
Birky, a term 8 to Old. boy. pleaſe _ 1 
Cell, a Whiſtle, Mevrfe, manners. | 4 
Coff, to Buy. Queer, ſlrange or curious. .—< 
Clack, ſaucy 4 iſcourſe. Red, to ſuppoſe, or gueſt. 
Cark, gloomy thoughts. Sindle, ſeldom, 
Lit, te / cloſe. Stound, itch. ©. 
Dree to } f Ver. Strappin', or ſtrapan, tall, 
Erch, unwiiling. penteel, handſome. 
Eich, eithly, /, caſily or readily. Scuſhy, money. 
Eke, alſo. — 4 ! 
Forgi e, forgive. — 12 5. 
Fluff'd or Fluffed, diſappointed. (Smelly, i -"aturedly , ſt arp. 
Forgether, to meet. Sha', to Soso. 
Forhui, to for ſale. — fo flop or cloſe ups 
Fli-y, to fear or be afraid of. teck, to ſbut cloſe. 
Forth, plenty. Tift, Caſe or Trim. 
Gill-wheep or Gell-wheep, II yn, to 4%. 
the cheat. Wad, fo wager. 
Hirſt, « fall eminence or refling Ween, Suppoſe. 
place, a /eat. ; Withyw aſhics a «ant term for « - 
Hool, ts conceal. being tedious in eomin gto the font, 
Jee, to fiir or remove frem it. Winfome, telizbiful or agreeable, 
, place, | wie yea wilt ien. 4 
Jock, te bono, | 
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